The Infestation 
by Von Kreiger




Part 1

    Though dimmed by the arrival of the traditional after practice pizza, the chatter of volleyball players seemed to still fill the room, mixed with laughter and the occasional shriek as a pantomimed motion threatened to coat the furre with cheese and toppings.  Tanya was reaching for her second slice, loaded with meat toppings to the point one had to wonder if there was cheese, sauce, or crust underneath at all, when Marcus's low rumble of a voice cut though the babble.

    "You sure you should have another Tanya, you're already a little chunky, and you know that pizza must be very fattening."  His smile was almost a leer as he said it, though his girlfriend's appearance was slender, suggesting he wasn't looking for a 'fattie.'

    For a long moment Tanya's striped face held a look of complete shock, then without a word, she dropped the slice and ran out of the room.  The others seemed equally shocked as they simply watched the plump tigress flee in tears. Katheryne scowled at Marcus though her bleach blonde bangs and then elbowed him.  "That was rude Marcus!" The rest of the volleyball team nodded their heads in agreement, thinking that the wolf would not be sharing a bed with the vixen tonight.

     "What? I was trying to make a joke!" Marcus said in a huff, shaking his head. "All I said was..." he tried to defend himself, but the girls cut him off.

    "Oh don't even start," said Tina, a hawk, her feathers fluffed up slightly. "You were wrong, and now you need to apologize!  How could you say something like that when you're the assistant coach!"

    "Yeah, Tanya has always been a bit sensitive about her weight." added Lavender, a black and purple salamander, punctuating the sentence by snapping her bubble gum.

    "If anyone needs to lose a few pounds here, it's me." said one of the players with a chuckle. Daisy was a cow, and as a result had a naturally stocky body type, one that while toned with muscle, was also well curved and padded. She'd learned to take comments about her weight in stride, not much caring how she looked.

    The remaining members of the team just glared daggers at the assistant coach. Lisha, the tall and lithe orca, Samantha the somewhat stocky cougar, Syrrena the flirtatious snow leopard, Laura the bodybuilder Clydesdale, and Marcus' little sister Cassandra joined her team mates in attempting to bore a hole through him with their eyes.

    It was just then that Coach Willow made her way into the room, bags of chips and cases of pop in her paws, as well as a great deal of water on her clothes and fur. "Boy, it's REALLY pouring out there now, I'm glad we stopped practice when we did." she said, brushing stray droplets from her coat. "Now would someone like to explain to me why Tanya just ran out of here crying her eyes out?"

    The raccoon wasn't physically intimidating by any definition of the word, but her trademark glare could turn even the steeliest spine to rubber after only a few moments.  Though the glares continued, the volleyball team was silent, waiting for Marcus to admit what he'd said.  Rather than fold though, he looked away from Coach Willow's stare and ducked his head.  With a snort of almost contempt, Lavender started to explain.

    "Assistant coach Marcus said something about..." Lavender began, only to be cut off as Marcus clamped a paw over her muzzle.

    "I was trying to make a joke," Marcus said with a sigh, his tone unrepentant to say the least. "I didn't realize she would take it as an insult."

    Willow just shook her head and sighed, wondering how she'd managed to get such a clueless male as an Assistant Coach.  It had probably been somewhat political, after all, Marcus and Cassandra's family regularly donated to the school.  She'd have to go find Tanya, but perhaps it would be best to let the tiger be alone for a little while...

-o-

    Tanya made her way into a part of the school where no one would think to look for her, tears blurring her vision the whole way. As she reached the basement door though, her tears slowed, and then stopped, though she still sniffled.  No one ever came down into the basement except maintenance men, and they weren't here for the weekend.  It should be deserted and dark, suiting her mood perfectly. She had to worm her way past the boiler and steam pipes to get to a secluded corner mostly blocked off by stacks of old desks.

    The basement was a large place, almost the same size as the ground floor, though broken up by ductwork, furnaces, hot water heaters, and similar equipment. The swimming pool heating and filtration equipment took up a good portion of the far wall, churning eternally in an almost soothing manner. There was a lot of space down here, even though the support columns and equipment made it look cramped, there were plenty of little alcoves like the one she had tucked herself into. Everything from old furniture, desks, boxes of textbooks had been brought down here over the years and never been brought back up, she could even see a dusty old map of when Russia had still been the Soviet Union, the map decorated in what she could only assume was Russian.  The result of all this was a cramped, near labyrinth-like mess with open spaces only near the equipment that needed regular maintenance or had broken down some time in recent memory. With the furnaces so close, and few functioning lights, it was very warm, and only dimly lit.

    Tanya had spent a lot of time down here before, even spending the night once a week. Every Friday her daddy drank away his paycheck and had fights with her mother.  This had become her little sanctuary, where she could get away from her father and just be alone in her own little world. She pulled the blanket she kept here down over herself, rocking back and forth gently, feeling all alone in the world.

    Looking over to the window she used to sneak it, hidden behind an overgrown hedge in the school plaza, she noticed it was most of the way open, letting the rain drip in from the leaves of the bush.  Reluctantly she rose, sliding the dusty glass shut, she wasn't going to able to sneak out into that. She stepped back just as a flash of lightning lit the window, it had been very close, the accompanying thunder rattle the glass panes in their frame only moments later. She leaned up against the wall, feeling more alone than ever.

-o-

    She wasn't alone though, something had come in through the open window to take shelter from the storm not long before she had come down. Hidden beneath a stack of chairs it vibrated its filigree wings as the furnace came on with a roar.  It rested silently, so as not to startle its prey. Segmented eyes watched the tigress as she slid down to the floor once more, huddled in the wrapping.  It peered at the crying tigress curiously, it could smell her scent all around, both old and new, all about the place. It wondered if this then was her nest. It was likely, for it didn't smell the lingering scent of many other prey animals near this place, though it had scented that there were prey that came to this place on occasion, none nested here as she did.

    From the air currents it knew that the levels of this hive above this one were often filled with a great deal of prey creatures. From the warmth and her solitude, perhaps this one was a queen of some sort? That was all that made sense, the queen was often isolated from the drones and workers, protected within her own chamber, much as this creature was.  Only the queen was known to do this, all others worked together unless scouts like itself.  Even if she was not, she was all alone with little place to flee. The creature looked her over, studying her form carefully. She was a large specimen, possibly powerful. It could see she had the strength to crush portions of its exoskeleton if she was not properly subdued first.

    Yet, while large, she did not appear quite big enough to serve as a warrior, and too big of build to serve as a stalker. This left only two roles for her, that of a hunter-builder, and that of a queen.  She would have to serve as a queen first, for there must be a mother to every hive, yet when one better suited to the task was found, her purpose could be altered, and she would serve as hunter-builder quite well once she had mothered a new hive.  Sure now of its purpose, the creature began to emit pheromones, wings buzzing lightly to waft them in her direction.  The pheromones should lull the prey in a state of extreme lust and at the same time dull both her senses and her strength. It would take her once she was in a condition where her need to be mated would make her far more amiable and pliable, very docile prey.

-o-

    Tanya's tears had begun to dry up at last, clearing her vision enough to see her little alcove clearly again. She took a deep breath, which lead to a coughing fit. There was a strange, powerful scent in the air that hadn't been there a moment before, one that overrode the scents of dust, mold, and machinery. She sniffed once more, not so deeply this time. It smelled quite nice, sweet and kind of musky, a rather of calming scent, almost like she would expect from those scented candles her teammates used sometimes.   At the same time though it brought to mind the scent of a loving male, someone strong and fuzzy to snuggle up against. Someone to hold her and hug her and tell her everything was ok. A male to reach down and stroke her gently between her legs, the soft leather of his handpaws feeling heavenly on her needful sex. A male to slowly slip a finger into her awaiting snatch and...

    The tigress blinked and blushed, her facial fur fluffing up. One paw had somehow crept under her skirt and into her panties. She was stunned by it, touching herself like this wasn't something she usually did. But it... it felt so good. She needed to do this, needed to have her sex filled with something.  The need felt so wrong, and yet so right, after all hadn't she been told that her sex was 'dirty' and that she shouldn't touch it?  She closed her eyes, letting the rouge paw explore her tender folds. The tigress leaned back, penetrating herself with two fingers, and began to purr, a soft and low sound, broken by a tiny gasp every now and then as her pussy sent a new cascade of fluid out onto her paw.

    Tanya smiled lustily, the urge to mate was very strong, even the few times her lusts had built to such a point before, she had never been so wet. She began to fantasize, that it wasn't her fingers between her thighs, but rather a strong, virile feline male, the species didn't really matter. He would nuzzle her back and neck from behind, slowly pushing her down to all fours while he knelt behind her. He would enter her slowly, lovingly, making sure not to hurt her, and at the same time taking her as a feral animal might. He would nibble the scruff of her neck lightly, his paws slipping around to caress her full breasts. He would begin the thrust, each push of his maleness sending shivers of pleasure throughout Tanya's body. Yes... Yes...

-o-

    The creature chittered softly to itself, quite pleased with the prey's reaction. She had put herself in perfect position for what was to come. The creature continued to exude its pheromones, driving her deeper and deeper into a state of needful lust. Just a few more moments and she would be so caught up in her desire to mate, that she would not fear the caresses of a creature that would make her flee in terror otherwise, but rather embrace it.  It could taste the scent of her need in the air, and found it pleasing. This one would make a wonderful addition to the hive and the creature's race. Slowly it crept out of its hiding place, pondering how it would remove her inorganic coverings.

    It approached her slowly and silently on its six insectoid legs, moving in a manner all together alien to those used to seeing only bipedals walk about.  All the while it watched her for any reaction, testing the air of the taint of fear in her scent; finding none, it crept closer. The prey had her eyes closed, and her olfactory organs would be occupied with the scent of its pheromones, she would have no way of detecting the creature until it was upon her.  Closer and closer it came, until it was a few inches away from her face.  Here it paused once more, studying her for a few moments before rubbing her cheeks gently with its antennae. It would be wise to calm its prey somewhat before she was taken and made into one of the hive. As aroused as she was, perhaps she would give herself to it willingly, sparing it the need to remove the inorganics by itself.

-o-

    The tigress was snapped out of her fantasy by a touch that she hadn't imagined. Her eyes snapped open, and she found herself face to face with a monster. Tanya whimpered and pulled back, looking over the terrifying thing in front of her.  It was like a giant dragonfly, far larger than any she had seen or imagined before, about five feet long, and a scintillating green in color. The shimmering green of the exoskeleton faded to white with blue spots near the tail section. It watched her carefully through segmented eyes that shimmered with a rainbow of colors in the low light in an almost hypnotic pattern.

    The dragonfly buzzed its wings softly, the low thrum felt strangely reassuring to Tanya. She wanted to run, but the ache between her legs was almost a burning, she couldn't stop rubbing herself, not for an instant.  The thing didn't seem intent on harming her either, if it had wanted to bite her it could've done so, but it had seemed more curious than menacing. It crawled toward her cautiously, nuzzling gently at her tummy, bucking its head upward, making soft clicking noises.

-o-

    The creature chittered with pleasure at the way things were going. The prey was far more curious than frightened. It even made a high pitched happy sound as it slipped its head underneath the covering over her abdomen and thorax. It crawled up to nuzzle at her milk-producing glands, its knowledge of mammals came complete with a list of erogenous zones to utilize in seduction of prey.

    The female made that high pitched pleasure sound again, indicating that she enjoy its touches. The creature relaxed, knowing the prey was almost ready to be taken. It would just have to trick her into removing these inorganic coverings, like the one that covered her milk glands. It felt its prey stroke its back and wings gently through the inorganic covering, she had accepted it as a lover.  In order to get the female to open her sex to it, the creature knew it had to show her that it would pleasure her better the she herself could  With a few bites from its mandibles, the creature had freed her supple furred orbs from confinement. It quickly devoured the cloth and metal apparatus, whatever the covering had been, it would now provide fuel for the prey's conversion.  Now it turned its full attention to stimulating the female until she was receptive to mating, nibbling her sensitive milk-nipples gently with its mandibles, being careful not to hurt the prey-creature.

-o-

    Tanya giggled as the bug found its way under her shirt, the chitinous legs tickling her tummy as it crawled upward. It rubbed its head over her breasts, drawing a contented purr from the tigress. Apparently it wanted to play. The tigress raised a paw and began to caress her insectoid pet gently through the fabric of her shirt.  Then a muted snapping sound, Tanya felt her bra break, apparently the creature had bitten it. She could feel it being pulled gently around her back, was the creature eating it? A few moments later it began to tweak her nipples deliciously with its mouthparts. The tigress moaned softly, the bug knew what it was doing!

    The ache in her crotch lessened as the insect toyed with her, the tigress' lust calming now that she had found a playmate. She managed to pull her paw out of herself long enough to carefully remove her shirt, intent on not scaring her playmate.  It was strange, something about all this was wrong, but she couldn't tell what, desire and pleasure clouding her mind enough that she ignored the nagging sensation.

    Her hunch had been correct, her bra was nowhere to be seen, the insect had eaten it. She rubbed its back softly, making sure not to injure its delicate wings. On impulse, she brought her saturated paw up to the insect's head to see if it was interested in her juices. She smiled as it turned its attention to her paw, a long tubular tongue flicking out of its mouth to taste the honey of her womanhood.  Seemingly in response, the dragonfly curled its tail and began to rub gently at her eager tunnel through her panties. Tanya gasped, it felt like nothing she'd ever experienced before. She knew she needed to have that thing inside of her, but not quite yet.

    The tigress began to lick her paw as well, helping to clean her stickiness from the orange and black fur. Her tongue brushed over the dragonfly's several times. It felt so perfect, and so smooth. Tanya was disappointed when her paw had been licked clean, she wanted to play with her insect lover's tongue some more.  She let out a playful growl, trying to entice the dragonfly.

-o-

    The female had removed her upper covering, that was good. With her foreleg removed from her sex, the creature could begin to stimulate her properly. It needed to get her in proper position before it could convert her. The best way to do that was for the mammal to take her natural mating position.  At the moment though the female seemed to have no desire to truly mate, but rather to continue this sensual play with her body.

    Then, surprisingly the prey offered it her paw, soaked with her pre-climactic fluids. The creature bent its ovipositor, rubbing the tip against her captive sex though yet another inorganic covering. The pheromones it continued to produce would make her desperate for stimulation, and it was best to provide that intimate contact to get the prey to trust it rather than allow her to provide the pleasure herself.

    It began to lap at her juices, letting its tail do the work of stimulation instead of its mouthparts. It rather enjoyed the sweet taste that this prey-creature could produce, a musky and female taste to it that still had a hind of sweetness like the nectar of a plant. It decided that when enough of these prey-animals had been made a part of the hive, to alter a few into producing large amounts of this sweet nectar as a treat for their queen. When the female began to lick at her foreleg the creature was almost disappointed, the sweet honey would be gone that much quicker, but it noted that the female seemed to be more interested in licking the creature's own tongue. Perhaps it was some kind of mammalian mating ritual exclusive to this species? If that was the case, it would be best to indulge in the ritual, to further build the trust and bond between lovers. The creature pondered this for a moment. It would be a sign of trust, placing one's tasting apparatus into the jaws of a mating creature. The way she peered down at it with longing once the nectar was gone seemed to indicate this.

    Chiterring softly at the discovery, the creature crept upward on the female's body, placing its mouthparts against her, extending its tongue into her mouth being careful not to trigger the mammalian gag reflex. The female made a pleasing rumbling sound as it caressed the interiors of her mouth, returning the favor with her own tongue. The creature had to admit, the stimulation of the sensitive roof of the mouth by another was rather pleasant.  The sensation was even more interesting when the female sucked lightly on its tongue, as if to ensure this mating ritual continued.

-o-

    The tigress was pleasantly surprised when the dragonfly crept forward, pressing its mandibles against her muzzle. She opened her mouth to allow the probing tongue entry, smiling to herself that it had taken her silent suggestion. The insect was making her feel so good, the cool, smooth feel of the bug's chitin against her body felt nice, the strong chitinous legs grasping her chest and breasts made her want to moan, the tongue in her mouth was wondrous, but that tail, rubbing eagerly at her dripping cunt felt the best of all.

    It was like it knew exactly what made her feel good, and did its best to give her the most pleasure that it could. Tanya wondered that if she could put that tongue to another use. It had eagerly licked up her girl goo from her paw. Perhaps it would enjoy licking her sex directly as well, to get a better taste and fare more of it?  Besides... it would make her feel so very good. She gently pried the dragonfly's legs from around her chest. As she stuck a finger under them, the insect seemed to understand what she wanted, letting her pick it up. Tanya reluctantly broke the kiss she shared with her new pet, setting it down beside her as she stripped the rest of her cloths off, leaving her sodden panties for last.

    Tanya giggled again as the insect cocked its head and wiggled its antennae at her curiously, wondering what it was supposed to do. The smirk that touched her face was predatory as she lifted it once more, feeling its weight.  Carefully she placed her back in the corned and lowered herself into a squatting position, opening herself to it.  She helped it along further, slowly pulling it toward her gushing pussy. It licked her tentatively at first, then eagerly dived in. Its tongue was much longer than Tanya expected, it wriggled deeper and deeper inside of her, undulating from side to side like a snake. The dragonfly seemed intent on gathering as much of her honey as possible.

    She arched her back and moaned as the insect's tongue pressed against her virginity and broke through it easily. Then the tongue pulled back, bringing with it the load of nectar it had collected into the insect's mouth, only to dart forward once again. Over and over again, deeper and deeper, until Tanya felt something else inside her give way. Her cervix, the tongue was all the way inside her womb!  She writhed now, barely able to keep herself squatting as it lashed her sex and womb with its tongue, touching her in ways she could never have imagined.  She wanted this thing more and more.

-o-

    The creature was puzzled at first to why the prey had pulled it away, but had quickly gotten the idea. She wanted it to give her pleasure with its tongue. The creature chittered happily at the prospect of being able to consume more of this female's sweet juices, as well as begin her conversion to a creature of the hive.  It was slightly disappointed when it found that she was not a queen, as her sex was still protected, not yet having had a mate. But the taste of her blood told it that she was a strong, healthy female, and would be capable of bearing many eggs once she was converted.

    The taste of her sweet nectar distracted the creature from its task for a few moments as it relished the delicious treat it had been given. Almost reluctantly it began to extend its tongue deeper and deeper into the female, seeking the life-giving center of her body.  There was a small resistance to the creature's probing tongue, but with a few pushes it was inside her. It opened the orifice that held its tubular tongue closed and contracted the glands inside it's body that would expel the first series of several sets of mutanagenic compounds into the female. These would serve to convert her womb into that of the creature's own race, the first step in preparing her for the conversion.

    The set next was useless without the companion set, which the creature could only expel from its ovipositor. The two together would begin her full transformation, and once started, could not be stopped. It began to drip a different chemical from its tongue as it pulled out of the female's sex, to increase the sensitivity of the female's sex, as well as stave off her release. It then backed away and left its sister-becoming without the caresses of its tongue.  The female would be so needful to have her aching sex filled, she would have no choice but to offer herself in the proper position to the creature. It simply stood back and waited for the inevitable.

-o-

    Tanya felt a strange tingling warmth in her belly. The tingling began to grow until it felt like a pressure, like something was pumping liquid into her. She dismissed that out right, all that was inside her was her dragonfly's wonderful tongue. It rubbed against her inner walls so nicely, pulling her along towards her climax with painstaking slowness. She didn't mind, she liked playing with her new pet. She wanted this to go on forever and ever, being caressed by a beautiful bug who's only interested seemed to be making its mistress feel good.

    The tigress yowled as her crotch suddenly felt like it was on fire. It was a dreadful need to be filled, to be fucked, to mate, to be taken by a male, or anything male shaped. Anything. Anything to relieve this torment of desire.  She opened her eyes to see the bug backing away from her. She opened her mouth to beg and plead, but all that came out was a bestial whimper. She was almost in tears. She pawed futilely at her aching sex, but it didn't do any good. She needed a male, and needed a male now!

    Tanya rolled onto all fours, spreading her legs wide, offering herself to the insect. Surely it would help her get rid of this lustful agony, this need to be filled so urgently. It seemed only happy to comply, its wings buzzing, carrying it aloft and onto her back. As the insect slid the cool bulbous portion of its tail into her, Tanya half purred half growled with the wonderful relief it provided. Her sex clamped down on it eagerly, trying to pull it in deeper, to spread the relief to the upper portions of her tortured tunnel.  It didn't matter that this was an insect anymore, all that mattered was that it releaved the burning need.

    Her tail lashed wildly from side to side in anger, the aching need still inside the upper reaches of her sex was maddening. The bug seemed to be filling her with agonizing slowness. It seemed to be positioning itself somewhat precisely. She growled at it, wanting it to hurry up. Apparently that motivated it, as it curled its legs around her, two pairs gripping her ribs, and one on either side of her neck. Tanya felt like she was going to melt into a puddle as the dragonfly rammed its tail inside of her, eliminating the anguish entirely. It slowly began to pump forward and back, fucking her just the way she wanted to be fucked.

-o-

    The creature was rather pleased with itself, the female had done as it required, removing her soon to be useless coverings and placing herself on all fours, rump in the air and sex opened to it. It took great care to make sure its body was aligned over her spine before putting its ovipositor all the way inside her. Once it  had done so, the process was irreversible. It would have only one chance at converting this female, for it only could sacrifice itself for the hive once.

    It felt somewhat saddened that its existence would be at an end in a few short minutes.  At the same time though it realized it would not 'die' exactly, but become part of a greater being. After impregnating this female, she would give birth to dozens, if not hundreds, of eggs, each of which would hatch into a healthy larvae, ensuring the prosperity of the hive. It stroked the back of its mate's head with its antennae, nuzzling her neck. The prey-creature had performed perfectly, she deserved a little affection and pleasure before the pain of her change.  The changes in her body were already beginning, and now the process could not be reversed without causing severe harm to the female, perhaps fatal harm. It emptied all its chemical glands into her, the mutagens and other chemicals ready to begin their work. This action set off another set of chemicals inside the creature itself. It would begin to change as well, undergoing a metamorphosis just as it had once from larvae to adulthood.

    Its final conscious act would be to select the egg that went inside the female. It had decided on the hunter-builder while looking over its prey a few minutes ago. It was distracted slightly by the feeling of the changes inside its body beginning. Soon there were extensions of tiny root-like nerve fibers from its belly into the female's skin, seeking out her spine, the core of her muscular control. The creature's head pushed forward, distending grotesquely from its body, tiny tendrils growing through the exoskeleton, securing themselves at the back of the neck. Even now the creature could feel its ovipositor melding with the walls of its mate's sex locking the two organs together, the egg that was the final piece of their coupling slipping into their womb.

    The transformation required fuel to power these changes, it found some in the tigress' plentiful fat stores, but not all it needed, more came from the creature. Its digestive system was consumed first, it was no longer needed. Then the muscular system and portions of the exoskeleton that were required no more dissolved away as the two creatures began to merge into one.  Before it was rendered unable to, the creature let out a relieved sigh, its demise was not hurting as much as it imagined. It felt quite pleasant, its body melding with that of the creature that would be mother to their eggs. Darkness crept across the creature's vision as its eyes were consumed for the change. Its consciousness faded with the light, leaving only feelings of contentment as it slipped into unconsciousness, never to awaken.

-o-

    Tanya purred happily as her pet mated her, the pain gone entirely. But the strange tingling had returned, spreading downward to her pussy. She wiggled her bottom, trying to scratch the itch inside. It felt like ants were crawling around under her skin. Rather than staying overcome with lust, Tanya was beginning to feel calm, relaxed, and at peace, almost as if she were drugged. This tranquility didn't prepare her for the burning that seemed to fill her entire body as something pierced the skin all along her spine. Roared in pain, and trying to swat at the bug on her back, she found her arms wouldn't respond. She tried to rise to her feet, but instead fell face first onto the floor, every muscle in her body going limp.

    She began to panic. Had it stung her? Poisoned her? She felt something sliding up her vagina, a bulge in the dragonfly's tail. An egg! It was laying an egg inside of her! Flashbacks of biology class filled her mind, predatory wasps paralyzing their pray with their stingers the laying their eggs inside the body of the poor insect or spider, to be devoured whole when they hatched. Tanya tried her best to move, to somehow tear away the giant insect off her back. If she could get to a doctor they could take the egg out of her before it hatched. But she couldn't lift a finger, she couldn't even wince in pain as the burning in her back and her sex began to spread throughout her body.

    She supposed to poison was in her bloodstream, killing off her nerve endings so that she wouldn't move again. A shallow gasp escaped her throat as the burning spread to her head, she heard a sickening crack, perhaps the creature breaking her skull with its jaws?  She waited for death... but it didn't come. Just when she thought the pain was at an end, it flared up again, like her entire body was being eaten from the inside out. It went on and on for what felt like an eternity. Tanya kept praying that she would black out, that she wouldn't hurt anymore, but the blackness never came either.

    She lay there, not knowing how long she'd been in pain and unable to move. She could feel tears trickling down her face, pooling below her. She shivered, as the fire was replaced with a sudden chill. The cold feeling quickly left her body. The tigress tried to move once more, and was pleasantly surprised to find her body mobile again, though stiff. She sat up, looking around frantically for the monstrous dragonfly, but didn't find it. A sense of euphoria began to set in, and a rather nice feeling, like a massage over her entire body at the same time. The tigress closed her eyes and purred, feeling rather strange for a moment.

    She looks around, blinking. She felt strange, the thought going through her mind was that she hadn't been expecting to wake up. She also thought that everything looked different, wrong somehow, viewed through only two angles. He body felt different, larger, covered in soft fur rather than hard chitin. Both sides of her being realized at the same time that they had become one, the insect and the tigress fused into one body and mind. With that realization the two became one, Tanya's knowledge and personality combined with the racial knowledge of the creature.  A random thought touched the two minds... that this must be the Gestalt that she'd once heard about.

    Tanya looked over her body, surprised slightly that it was not much different, but knowing it soon would be. Almost all the changes were on her back, where her other half had fused with her along the spine. Her carapace was growing in nicely, nearly covering her back, though it tapered off down close to her tail, where it became white and blue. The former legs of her insect self had fused with her body as well, colored the multi-hued metallic rainbow of the creature's carapace with darker patches that matched her tiger stripe pattern perfectly. they curled around her almost like another set of ribs. She also found that the filigree wings had bonded with her body, around her sides and covering her breast with a soft, smooth filmy skin that would shimmer with rainbow colors in the light, making the supple mounds all the more tantalizing in appearance.

    She noticed then that her rather round shape had melted away, most of her fat stores used to fuel the fusion of her two halves. She was a strong, powerful creature now, it appears the creature had consumed her fat stores selectively, allowing her to retain soft and feminine curves. She no longer felt ashamed of her body, knowing she was beautiful; more than that, she was a very important part of a greater whole... the Hive.  Tanya knew she was very lucky, she had been chosen to become mother to a new race. Upstairs she had nearly a dozen potential hosts waiting to receive the gift she had been granted as well. Her insect half knew that for each new member she brought into the hive, she would become just a little closer to her full strength and form, a little closer to perfection.

    She was a little sad that she would lose her pretty golden orange and ebony fur in places, but she knew that her gorgeous, shiny carapace would more than make up for whatever loss she would feel. The new queen felt hungry, she needed to eat to have the nutrients to continue her transformation as well as to transform the others. Once again her insect half supplied the answer. Everything around her was food, she had been granted a digestive system to put shame to even that of a fly. The walls, the floor, the musty things that had been left down here and forgotten about, her new digestive system could acquire what she needed from nearly any substance.

    Purring softly, but with a hint of chitter, she dropped to all fours. Her now tube shaped tongue extending from her mouth to release digestive acids onto the floor. This served a double purpose, food only half of it.. She needed to make a nest, a place where she would keep her sisters as they became new members of the hive, a place where she could lay her eggs, where her daughters could grow from their larval state undetected by hostile furrs who did not know the gifts they could be given.  More than could be given... that they would be given, had to be given!

    As soon as her preliminary transformation was complete and her nest built, Tanya would venture out and introduce her friends to the wonders of the hive. Joining with her other half had been such a wonderful experience. The tigress was no longer lonely, nor would she ever be again. She no longer felt useless, she was to be a queen of the first hive on this world. She no longer hated her own body, she was gifted with the perfect form. She would grow to be a perfect blend of feline and insect. She would only become more beautiful as she grew closer to the apex of her form.

    She finally felt whole.  And in time, the whole world would feel whole as she did...



Part 2

    Syrrena walked the halls of the high school. The rest of the team had decided to let Tanya stay off all by herself in whatever hidey-hole she'd chosen to slink into while they had their own fun. Coach Willow had taken a couple of them around to the school swimming pool, a few others went into the AV lab to play video games, and the rest just stayed in the library to gorge on pizza and chat. The snow leopard was a little angry with her teammates, no one seemed to care about Tanya but her. How would they feel if they were sad and all alone without anybody coming to comfort them? Syrrena didn't think they would like it very much, but then several members of the team fit the self-centered bimbo model didn't they.

    She'd been looking for an hour she guessed, and had started no more than fifteen minutes after Tanya had run out of the library. The high school was a big place, and there were a lot of places for a sulking tigress to hide, but many of the rooms were locked, so she should have been able to find the other feline by now.  Only one place remained to look, but she didn't dare go into the basement.

    "Taaaaanyaaaaaa!" the snow leopard called, her voice echoing in the empty halls of the high school, mocking her. She sighed, the leopard had no idea where her friend could be. She would give herself fifteen more minutes to search for the tigress, then it was back to the library for pizza and pop.

-o-

    A soft echoing noise caused Tanya's ears to twitch. She perked her head up. The tigress found that she was in a deep, dark hole, a circle of dim light about ten feet over her head. She blinked in the darkness and looked around. Had she really done all of this in such a short time? She had been so absorbed in her instincts that she hadn't noticed what she was doing.

    Her nest was perhaps six feet in each direction from the central point where she stood, a deep hemisphere in shape. Everything was smooth, black, and glistening like obsidian, or her carapace. The construction slime that her body generated from the consumed materials had dried quickly and into a perfect finish. Though she had been guided entirely by instinct, she couldn't help but be proud at what she had made. It gave her a sense of awe as she looked around at her work, her digestive acids were very, very strong to be able to clear so much space in so little time.

    There was that sound again. She tensed her legs and jump, easily reaching the ceiling above her new home. Crawling upside down on the smooth black roundness, she made her way to the entrance to her den, what had been the basement would in time become all hers. It was only as she crawled back out into the light did she realize what she had done. It had all seemed so natural, jumping fifteen feet straight up, sticking to the wall and climbing up as easily as she walked on her own two feet.

    The tigress looked herself over, her primary transformation complete. Below the elbow her arms had been completely altered. They were no longer the furred limbs ending in cute kitty paws. They looked strong and powerful, with only three digits the tips wickedly sharp. Heavy chitinous plates covered her arms from fingertip to elbow, gleaming golden in the light. She could make out faint stripes trying to work their way through.  The same was true for the carapace on her back as well, which was losing the green tint of the original insect and was now a yellow-green in color. Tanya knew that it would soon grow to match the rest of her.

    Her legs were also much like her hands. They had retained the tigress' digigrade structure, but had grown larger and more muscular. The joints were also capable of bending a great deal more then they had previously. Her footpaws had vanished, replaced like her hands, two digits in the front with a third in the back, though much larger. Tanya smiled at the sight, she could manipulate things with her feet now as well.  Once again the echoing noise distracted her. This time Tanya was able to make it out clearly, a voice calling her name, or what it had been.  In a way she was no longer Tanya, but she wasn't sure what she was now, the first of Hive?  She licked her lips, one of her sisters-to-be was approaching her location. The insect hybrid gasped softly as she felt a stirring in her crotch, followed by a warm wetness on her thighs. She was going to enjoy this so much.

-o-

    "Taaanyaaaaa!" Syrrena shouted through cupped paws. This was the last part of the building she hadn't checked, and the one she least wanted to be in.  If Tanya hadn't heard her calls by now then the tigress must have managed to sneak out of the school. or else was ignoring her.  She hoped it was that Tanya just had managed somehow not to hear her, after spending so much time looking for the tigress, it hurt to imagine she would be ignored.

    "Here Syrrena! I'm down here!" cried a voice from below. Syrrena looked around for the source, then her eyes fixed on the square cover on the floor that lead down to the basement. The leopardess immediately pried it off, and with great reluctance started climbing down the ladder.

    "Tanya! Are you OK? Marcus didn't mean what he said, he was just trying to make a stupid joke!" she said, trying to comfort the tigress. Tanya must have been pretty broken up about things to come down to this dark and dirty place.  Just thinking about the basement gave Syrrena shivers.

    "I know." Tanya called back. "I feel much better now." Syrrena smiled, following Tanya's voice through the labyrinth of dusty cardboard boxes, rusty desks, and stacks of musty textbooks. It was amazing the absolute clutter and age of some of the relics down here.

    "Boy it's a mess down here, isn't it!" she said, keeping the mood light, trying to hide the slight nervousness the basement brought her.

    "It sure is!" came Tanya's jovial reply. Syrrena can tell that Tanya is almost giggling, and that she was very close.

    "Let's go back upstairs and join the rest of the group! Laura brought her X-Box out and needs a good butt whooping. Team Kitten needs a good sniper if you're interested!"

    Tanya's laugh echoed through the basement. "Nah, though I'll find the rest of the group later, right now I have all the playmates I need!  Besides... now's a chance to show you how well I learned from playing a sniper!"

    The snow leopard looked around, if she was hearing things right Tanya should be right about here. "C'mon, stop hiding! Where are you, you silly stripy cat?" Syrrena asked, bending down to look under a bit of heating equipment.

    "Right here!" growled the tigress, dropping down from the ceiling to tackle her prey. The snow leopard was quickly pinned face down on the ground, trapped under Tanya's weight.

    "Tanya!" she giggled. "Get off of me! This isn't the best place to roughhouse!"

    The leopard froze as a long, rough tongue caressed her ear. "Roughhousing isn't want I have in mind, Syrrena. I have something much more... fun in mind." Tanya purred, shifting slightly to ensure that her prey didn't go anywhere.

    Syrrena yelped as a powerful paw slipped underneath her and gave her breast a playful squeeze. "Tanya, knock it off! That's not funny!"

    The paw slid south, dipping between Syrrena's legs, cupping her crotch through the thick denim of her jean shorts. "No, it's completely serious, Syrrena. I want you. I want to make love to you. I want to show you so many wonderful things." Tanya continued to purr, now nibbling lightly at the leopardess's ear.

    Pushing off the floor, the snow leopard managed to turn herself over, though she was still trapped under Tanya. The annoyed expression on her face turned to horror at the sight of the insect-tiger-thing on top of her. It sounded like Tanya, it looked sort of like Tanya, and smelled sort of like Tanya, but this thing on top of her was too big to be her friend. It was far too big, taller then Tanya by a good foot and a half! Not only that, but it had antennae, it's arms and legs were shaped all wrong! It was terrifyingly muscled... and IT HAD A COCK!

    The snow leopard recoiled in horror at the sight of the slick, slimy, dripping blue and white length that slid slowly out of the creature's female sex. It writhed and twisted in the air moving with a will of its own it seemed, seeking a warm cunt to slide into.  At the same time the sight was arousing and disgusting, made all the more so by the scents she could now catch from what had once been her friend.

    "Y-you're not Tanya! Get off of me!" Syrrena growled. Her words seemed to hurt the creature.

    "B... but I am Tanya! Oh Syrrena, something wonderful has happened to me! I was chosen, chosen to become the first of a new race of beings! A mix of the insectoid aliens that sent my other half to me, and the furrs and scalies of our own world. We're so lucky, Syrrena! I got to be the first... but you will be the first that I convert..." Tanya purred, leaning down to snuggle up against the snow leopard.

    "No way! Stop it! Just stop it! I don't... don't want to be some kind of freaky bug-thing like you!" the leopard snarled, trying to pull away, but the new insectoid Tanya was too strong.  Instead all Syrrena ended up doing was writhing against the creature, inadvertently arousing them both.  Holding Syrrena's paws with one huge hand, the former tigress slips a clawtip into the neckline of her prey's shirt, the fabric easily slicing apart with only the slightest touch. A few careful cuts, the Syrrena's bra is in tatters as well. The insect queen cups one of the furred orbs gently.

    "Your breasts are beautiful, Syrrena. As a normal furr I could never admit how sexy I found you. How I longed to have your naked body snuggled up next to mine. How I wanted to rub and tease and lick your gorgeous breasts. But I can now." Tanya's tongue snakes out, nearly three feet in length, circling each of Syrrena's big black nipples a few times before returning to her mouth. The spotted feline is frozen in terror at the sight. "We'll be lovers, Syrrena, we'll be sisters. We'll be the rulers of an entire hive. You don't need to be afraid, sister, I won't hurt you. I can't give you the greatest gift just yet, but I can make you feel so very good, Syrrena. I'll make love to you, fill you with my ovipositor, bring you to wonderful climax after wonderful climax. I'll fill your tummy with my eggs, our eggs, so you can keep them warm and safe while I go out to find the others.  Soon enough everyone will be part of the Hive."

    The hybrid leaned down, kissing Syrrena lovingly on the lips, her tongue slipping forcefully into the leopard's mouth. Syrrena choked and gagged as a thick, sweet liquid filled her mouth. She sputters and spit, but the liquid is too viscus and she is forced to swallow some of it. "Stop it, Tanya! Please! I don't want this!" Syrrena begged.

    "Oh sister, you want this as much as I do, you just don't know it yet. It feels so good inside. It makes you feel complete. I need you, Syrrena, I need to show you how much I love you, sister. Let me show you how good it can feel. Accept our destiny, make love to me. Please?" said the insect-tigress as she looked down at her friend, her eyes pleading and her scent growing stronger, overwhelming the other feline.

    "Please, I won't hurt you unless you make me. Now please.. kiss me Syrrena, kiss me and drink." Tanya said softly, her tongue slipping out once again to nuzzle lightly at the leopard's lips.

    "Tanya, please I don't..." is all she manages to get out before the insect queen forces the issue, thrusting her tongue into the snow leopard's mouth, and down into her throat. Syrrena can feel a warm, thick liquid sliding down her throat and into her stomach. She gags and wretches, trying to expel the invading tongue, but it doesn't do any good.  As more and more of the strange goo is pumped into her, Syrrena begins to cry. She's helpless against this thing that used to be her friend. It was filling her with God-knows-what, and it planned on raping her, and Syrrena could do nothing about it.

    Tanya pulls her tongue back after a few moments, feeling that her sister's stomach is comfortably full with nectar. She strokes Syrrena's back lovingly, picking up the leopard and setting her on her feet.  Syrrena made the most of the opportunity as she drove her knee into the tiger-thing's stomach, drawing a startled gasp from Tanya, though doing no damage to the hybrid. Syrrena turned and fled, immediately plowing headlong into a stack of boxes filled with textbooks.

    Her legs sprawled as she fell backward from the impact.  Only mildly dazed, she started to her feet, only to shiver and fall to her knees as a warmth began to build in her loins. "No! Oh no!" she whimpered, feeling her sex suddenly moisten. She began to cry again, her juices flowing heavily, making a dark spot on her jean shorts. It was all she could do to prevent herself from ripping them off and burying her paw inside herself.  Sucking a breath sharply through her teeth, the leopard pushes herself to her feet, shivering as waves of pleasure crash through her body as her sex rubs against her jeans. The creature that used to be Tanya just watches her, smiling, waiting for the inevitable.

    Growling, Syrrena unsheathed her claws and charged at the insect-thing. The feeling of her thighs rubbing together as she ran was heavenly, bringing her closer and closer to climax. She struggled to ignore it as she pounced, throwing her entire bodyweight against Tanya. The two go sprawling into another collection of textbook boxes. Syrrena landed on top and straddled her foe, pinning Tanya's arms. She leaned down, with the intent on giving her insectoid foe's antennae a good bite. The presences of a warm, firm mass between her legs felt so good though... and her attempt at a bite became a lick, then a kiss. The snow leopard began to instinctively thrust against Tanya's body. Syrrena didn't want this, didn't want to mate, didn't want to be full of eggs, didn't want to be turned into a disgusting bug-thing. But her body wanted to fuck. Her sex demanded to be toyed with, to be filled, to be loved.

    Her paws slipped  slowly away from Tanya's wrists until Syrrena was hugging the hybrid to herself, snuggling into the soft fur of the former tigress' shoulder. Tears trickled from her eyes, half with painful need, half in terror for what was about to happen.  The conflicting feelings made her all the more vulnerable to the creature's advances.

    "Make love to me." the snow leopard whimpered, she needed to fuck Tanya so bad it hurt.   The tiger-bug nodded, kissing Syrrena's cheek, smiling to herself at the acceptance that Syrrena was displaying.

    "I will, sister. I will make you feel so good." she purred, slipping a clawed finger between the leopard's legs. Syrrena moaned softly as Tanya rubbed her sex lovingly through her shorts. She cried out again as the claw sliced though her clothing as if it were only tissue paper and the coolness of air struck her cunt. Moments later though, a slick heat touched her exposed sex as the insect queen's ovipositor eagerly sought out the opening, rubbing against Syrrena's love tunnel. Moaning loudly Syrrena pushed herself back onto the slick organ, her moans turning to contended purrs as the ovipositor started to penetrate her. The smallest touch made the leopard quake in ecstasy, her body aflame with need. Having this thing writhing inside her, probing deeper and deeper was the most powerful, most pleasurable physical sensation she had ever experienced.

    The sorrow in the corners of her mind quickly faded. Her terror melted away, replaced by a bond to her lover that grew stronger by the moment. Syrrena wondered why she had been frightened of Tanya, puzzled as to why she hadn't wanted this. Tanya was her sister, her queen, and her mistress, she would never harm Syrrena. The feline purred, hugging her lover tightly against her body and wrapping her legs around the hips of her new lover. Smooth chitinous paws stroked her backfur lovingly. Syrrena couldn't imagine being closer to any other creature, couldn't imagine loving anyone more then Tanya. She felt special, her queen had chosen her to be the first of her consorts. To be the first to have her tummy filled with eggs, keeping the hive's spawn warm within her until they could find a way to keep their nest at a temperature where the eggs would develop and hatch.

    A loud ripping noise and the presence of a large bulge pressing up against the folds of her sex indicated the start of the process. Syrrena mewled softly as the first of her mistress' eggs pushed into her, it hurt a little, her sex not used to being stretched so widely. But she knew that the pain would fade in time, and it wasn't even that bothersome. The near orgasmic pleasure she felt as the egg traveled slowly up her sex was more then enough to offset the pain. She began to moan and purr, knowing she was complete now and that this was her destiny.

    "Fill me, mistress." Syrrena purred. "Fill me with your eggs." Tanya purred happily as well, enjoying the experience of having her ovipositor inside another female, relishing the way the leopard's walls clenched at her, and how her new sister was accepting and serving her. She stroked Syrrena's fur lovingly as she began to fill the other feline's womb with eggs.  The insect queen was saddened though that she couldn't reward the first member of her hive with the form so richly deserved. She was not yet capable of generating the substances that would allow her to alter anothers physical form. She was only capable of granting her the gift of becoming a part of the hive. That and introduce her to the role she would serve for the rest of her days, that of a caretaker of the hive's eggs, and eventually the hatchlings.

    Syrrena purred loudly, her belly swelling a little more with the presence of each new egg, the promise of new life, inside of her. The leopard hugged her queen tightly, occasionally emitting a soft pleasured mewling as another egg made its way inside of her. It was all too soon before she felt Tanya's ovipositor pull from her sex, spurting out a slime meant to seal her sex to protect the eggs within. The hybrid smiled as she got to her feet, the snow leopard wore a rather euphoric expression on her face. Tanya carried the first of her sisters to their new nest, their new home. She would have a quick snack to provide the raw materials for a new round of construction. Then, she would make places for her sisters to lie in their nest.. or in some cases to become part of the nest.

    As she altered the nest, a pleasant warmth flowed over her body, telling her that she would soon begin to change again, becoming a little closer to the perfect beauty of her full queen form. The tigress purred, curious as to what exciting new aspects she was going to be gifted with in a few short minutes.  Her form was by no means set, but instead would evolve around her purpose and the genetics of those she bought into the hive.



Part 3

    Daisy hummed to herself happily as she made her way to the vending machines. She was having a wonderful time watching the expressions on Laura's face every time the horse-girl got gunned down. She was doing quite well, but she needed her peanut fix, one couldn't continue kicking tail in every first person shooter one's rival pulled out while one's stomach was calling out for salty treats after all.

    The bovine pulled a handful of quarters from her pocket, counting them out. She had enough for three little bags, more then enough to see her through the night. As she approached the lunch room hallway, she found a rather familiar musky scent hanging thick in the air. It was the scent of feline sex. She figured that in the search for Tanya, Syrrena had gotten bored. The snow leopard was quite open about it and often made quite the show with a shampoo bottle in the showers after nearly every game, teasing them all.  Of course none of them thought she was a lesbian, but she acted it sometimes.

    The cow-girl just smiled and shook her head, Syrrena was a darling slut-kitten. Daisy chuckled to herself as she filled the vending machine with quarters, punching in the number for the peanuts. Suddenly the scent of feline arousal in the air grew stronger. Daisy shook her head and grinned even wider, though this time with a little annoyance. Opening the door to the senior lounge, she peeked inside, though there was no light on inside. "Syrrena, you silly kitty, are you using the TV remote for a lewd purpose again?" she asked with a chuckle, reaching for the light.

-o-

    Tanya felt so good, so very good. The insect queen could feel the tingles of changes just waiting for the chance to emerge. Her belly and breasts had swollen, making her look wonderfully pregnant. The tigress felt so happy at being so full of eggs, so full of life, so full of potential waiting to happen.  More than that though, she feel euphoria at the thought of bringing yet another sister into the hive.

    Her sex and ovipositor had altered as well, growing bigger and wider to accommodate egg laying. Her chest had altered a bit to provide for future larvae as well, her breasts swelling, filling with sweet juices and glands to produce a number of things that she would need to use as queen of the hive.  She could feel hard, chitinous plates forming under her skin, especially under her abdomen. Her vertebrate skeleton was useful in places, but in others it only got in the way, like her pelvis, which would get in the way of fully grown larvae.

    She felt incredibly horny, the slightest movement sent a cascade of precum flowing from her sex and a surge of slime over her ovipositor. The tigress desperately wanted another furre to sink her ovipositor into. She could smell one right outside her hiding place.  The scent was familiar, one that even though of a virgin, smelled motherly, that of a creature who seemed bred for being milked. Tanya heard the door open, smiling as she saw the cowgirl outlined in the doorway below her, calling for Syrrena. Just a few more moments, let the cow come in and get the drop on her. Come on.... come on...

-o-

    "C'mon you silly cat! I know you're in here!" Daisy giggled, flipping the light on and stepping into the room.

    "Are you touching yourself under the table?  You know, I'll have to use that remote next year. I don't want it all sticky and covered in kitty goo." the cow-girl said with a grin, leaning down to peer under each of the tables.

    "Hmm... not here." she said with a sigh.

    "Are you hiding in the closet, kitty? Or are you..." she paused, a thick, clear liquid having dripped onto her shoulder. The cow-girl dabs at it with a paw, sniffing it. Feline sex, though a strong and somehow different. Daisy turned her head upward, only to find a heavy weight crashing into her. She attempts to remain on her hooves, pushing her attacker onto one of the tables. She recoiled in horror at the sight of Tanya, but not Tanya. She was much larger, her body covered in armor plates, her belly round and fat, like she was pregnant.

    The tigress pushed herself up slowly and sensually onto all fours, peering at the cow-girl with lust in her eyes, her tail lashing from side to side. "Hello, Daisy." the tigress purred, licking her muzzle.

    The cow-girl just stared wide eyed at the insect-feline. "T-t-tanya is that you? What h-h-happened to you?" Daisy stuttered.

    Tanya grins, licking her lips. "Something so very wonderful, Daisy. Something I want to share with everybody.  I've already shared it with Syrrena, and now I want to share it with you." Daisy cried out as the tigress plowed into her, faster then Daisy had imagined the creature could move, and far faster than Tanya had ever been able to move before. Her back struck one of the tables as she fell, her vision swimming as her head bounced on the hard floor.

    She may have blacked out for a moment, because the next thing Daisy knew, the tigress had torn off her clothes, leaving them both completely naked. Daisy groaned as Tanya's paws explored her body, cupping her breasts, and then the flattened udder on her abdomen. "Oh yes, Daisy, you will be such a wonderful addition to our nest. Able to feed so many with your milk." the queen cooed lovingly, lowering her head to a beautiful pink nipple and taking it into her mouth.

    The touch snapped Daisy out of her stupor, and she began to struggle once again, her fist connecting with the side of Tanya's head, knocking the insect off of her. Daisy leaped to her hooves, darting out of the room, or trying to. She suddenly found herself unable to move her legs, and sprawls over the TV stand, knocking the appliance from it's perch, the screen shattering on the floor. Daisy looked back to see her ankles stuck together and to the floor by some sort of sticky, gooey, black substance. Tanya crawled toward her, black slime dripping from her lips. "Mmm... such spirited prey." the insectoid purred.

    "Wh-wh-what are you going to do to m-m-me?" Daisy asked with fearful eyes, trying frantically to pull her legs from the floor. Tanya continued to purr as she positioned herself over the captive cow-girl, allowing her ovipositor to slip from her sex. The fleshy tendril slid across Daisy's lightly furred legs, making its way between her thighs. A wicked smile was the only answer she offered.

    "Oh no... no!" Daisy gasped, pushing herself from the ground, legs still anchored, though her upper body was free.  She was stopped though as Tanya's paws grabbed her wrists.

    "Oh yes... yes my sweet little bovine, I'm going to mate you, fill you with my eggs, make your breasts swell so deliciously with milk, and give your long empty udder a purpose at long last." the tigress said, bringing Daisy's arms up to her mouth. Tanya quickly coated Daisy's arms in construction slime from wrist to elbow, making sure that the cow-girl can't use them. With that taken care of she reached around the cowgirl, caressing the large, soft orbs of her breasts, her own rubbing against the cowgirl's back.

    "Stop it Tanya, please!" Daisy begged, squirming and trying to get loose. The tigress-bug just laughed at her.

    "Daisy, my sister, you're afraid now, but in a few minutes you'll feel more wonderful then you ever imagined possible. Just relax and let me take your fear away, and replace it with pleasure.  Let me bring you into the hive." she cooed to the frightened cow-girl, her ovipositor gingerly making its way between Daisy's legs, penetrating her sex.

    "TANYA! STOP!" Daisy shrieked, but the insect just ignored her, the ovipositor slipping deeper and deeper into the cow's cunny. Tanya just kept going, ssshing the crying cow-girl. Daisy's struggles slowed, and then stopped altogether as she realized how futile it was. Her tears continued to flow, wetting the carpet under her. She cried out in pain as the first egg pressed against her tight tunnel, stealing her virginity.

    As it slid into her, Daisy whimpered softly, going entirely limp in Tanya's arms. The tigress' purring ceased, she removed her ovipositor from her newest sister. She set the cow-girl down gently, crawling back to sever the connection between construction slime and the floor that bound the bovine there. Tanya took to cowgirl in her arm, peppering her muzzle with kisses and holding her close. "Sssh, sssh, sssh, sweetie, you're one of us now." Tanya said softly, guiding Daisy's muzzle down to one of her breasts as the gossamer wing that covered it moved aside.

    "Drink, little sister. Drink my milk and you'll feel better." Tanya coaxed, petting Daisy's head gently. The cow-girl's whimpers began to lower in volume as she gave in and accepted the nipple, then she was silent. Rather then suck, Daisy began to lick and nibble, teasing Tanya's erect nipple. Tanya just chuckled and pressed Daisy's head against her. "No, sister, you must drink to gain nourishment for your transformation. Obey me and drink your fill, and then we'll finish filling your womb with eggs." she said with a smile. Daisy nodded and mmmed softly, accepting Tanya's forceful advances.

    The pheromones and chemicals had set in, bringing out the feels of love, obedience, lust, and a desire to belong. Tanya stroked her sister's hair, thinking over her own change as Daisy nursed. Everything felt so much better now, she felt strong and faster, she felt good about her body and her own future.  Better than that, she felt like she belonged to a family she was picking. She knew what she was to do with her life, she had a purpose. Snuggling with her sisters to be, sneaking up on them, hunting them, pouncing on them, it was like the ultimate game of tag. And being caught turned out to be so very much fun, as Daisy was finding out.

    The cow-girl was suckling greedily on her queen's milk, gulping so much of it down her belly had started to swell, or had it? The insectoid grinned, a paw slipping down to caress Daisy's rapidly growing udder. Her breasts were also beginning to swell nicely, not only growing larger, but filling with rich, creamy milk laden with pheromones and chemicals designed to lure in prey.

    Daisy moaned loudly at the sweet caress. "Oh please, Mistress, don't do that! It feels... AAAAAH" she moaned as Tanya did it again, seizing a plump teat in her paw and stroking the sensitive tip. Tanya gently guided the second member of her hive to the floor, laying Daisy on her back, legs spread. The tigress' ovipositor dripped with juices from her sex, as well as those released by the skin of the fleshy organ to promote entry. The cow-girl licked her lips, staring up at her queen with desire.  With an indulgent smile, Tanya freed the cow's arms and legs of the construction material.

    With a low rumble, Daisy rolled over onto her belly and crawled close, kissing the ovipositor's tip a few times.  She showed her acceptance and submission as her lips caressed the fleshy tube, worshiping the very thing that was remaking her.  Then, her desires to fulfill her purpose overcame her and she lay back, reaching down with her paws, spreading herself wide to accept the gift of Tanya's eggs. All the while the bovine's breasts and udder continued to grow, filling with milk to nurse future hatchlings, as well as other members of the hive. Tanya watched in fascination as the cow-girl's nipples began to grow, lengthening and expanding until they were thick teats as well. Not wanting to delay her sister's pleasure, the insectoid queen crept forward, gently slipping her ovi into the cow's eager tunnel, drawing a quiet lowing from Daisy.

    "Oooh yes, Mistress!" Daisy moaned, "Make my belly swell with your eggs!" Tanya was only happy to oblige as she thrust against her lover. The feelings running through her body felt more sexual in nature then they had with Syrrena. Her body was adapting to serve as a perfect blend of her two halves, for the insect side of her, this was just a way to add to the hive. But the furry side of her knew that sex was a wonderful experience, to be enjoyed. There would be no mindless copulation in her hive, only delicious lovemaking that would never end. Both queen and servant moaned as an egg, about the size of a softball, slid from Tanya and into Daisy. the cow-girl squirmed, bucking her hips and gasping as the gelatinous mass entered her sex stretching her almost to the point of pain, but not quite. A second egg caused Daisy to arch her back violently, pushing off the floor with her arms. "Oh Mistress, why didn't you tell me it felt so good?" she said between gasps.

    The tigress just smiled, a shiver of pleasure running through her own body. Her eggs were sliding down faster now, seemingly eager to find a new home in the cow-girl's belly.  Tanya knew that Daisy's womb could hold more than Syrrena's could, making her a good choice for egglaying as well as for nursing young.

    "Oh Tanya! I'm gonna... c-cum! Will it... hurt our babies?" The cow-girl asked, looking up at her mistress with some concern.  She accepted them as her babies now, no longer thinking of them as eggs that were being forced on her.

    Tanya chuckled and shook her head, stifling a pleasured gasp of her own. "No, dear sister, they won't be harmed at AAAAH! All." she finished with a moan, pushing two eggs into Daisy at once. The bovine pushed herself up off the floor, a loud drawn out moo of purest ecstasy filling the air as her  cunt tightened around Tanya's ovipositor. The insect queen's eyes widened at the sudden, explosive pleasure she felt, nearly through her entire body as she climaxed as well. Her thick cum joining the last three eggs as her contracting sex expelled them forcibly from her ovipositor and into their new mother. Gasping, Tanya collapsed on top of Daisy, he body still twitching with the aftershocks of her climax. Her paw found it's way to one of Daisy's new teat-nipples, caressing the milk-giving flesh with a gentle clawtip. The cow-girl just hugged her mistress tightly to her.

    "Thank you, Mistress! Thank you!" she managed to whisper, "That was... the best thing I've ever felt."

    Tanya purred happily, abandoning her teasing for a loving hug. "Don't worry sweetie, we're going to make sure you're filled with eggs over and over and over again. Gotta keep that milk flow going, right?"

    A quiet "Mmmhmm" was all the response Daisy could muster. She felt so satisfied and so very, very full. There was something about being so full of milk that made Daisy feel happy and content. She felt happy knowing that she would provide milk for the hive, for her hatchlings and those of her sisters and most of all for her queen. The loving embrace was broken up by a frightened avian scree, followed shortly by a shout.

     "What the FUCK?!" Screeched the hawk in the doorway. Tina stared at the two, horror stricken. Tanya was a giant bug, and Daisy was pregnant and full of milk!

    Tanya stood slowly, her ovipositor slipping from the cow-girl with a wet slurping noise that made them both moan. "Tina! I've been meaning to talk to you!" the insectoid tigress said with a grin. Below, her ovipositor twitched and pulsed, slick and glistening with slime and cum.  It was an obscene image that was almost entrancing.

    The hawk's eyes just widened further in horror. "AND YOU HAVE A DICK!" she squawked. "ICK!"

    The tigress took a step toward her. "It's not as icky as you think, Tina! It feels wonderful! Let me show you, c'mon!" she purred, stroking her slick ovipositor with a paw.

    "Oh Tina, you'll love it!" Daisy added from the floor, still feeling too euphoric to move, "It feels like the most incredible sex you've ever had, and it makes you feel so good inside!"

    The hawk slowly backed away. "Uh uh! No way! That's... gross!" she said with a scowl, sticking out her tongue. "I don't want to become some yucky, gross bug! OR have them crawling around in me!" the hawk continued with a shiver.

    Tanya just smiled and shook her head. "You don't know what you're missing! It was scary at first for me too, Tina, but I accepted the gift I've been given. That's what this is, Tina, a special gift. You'll love it, I promise!" she said, continuing to slowly creep toward the hawk, who continued to back away.

    "N-no! Get away from.... AAAAH!" she screamed as Tanya pounced her. But the avian's reflexes and much smaller size allowed her to scoot free and take off down the hall, her wings carrying her away at rapid speed.

    "I'm telling Coach Willow!" she called back, leaving Tanya and Daisy in the snack room.

    The cow-girl sighed. "Well shit, there goes your element of surprise, Mistress."

    Tanya just chuckled. "Yeah, but now the hunting part becomes a lot more fun!"




Part 4

    Tina burst into the poolside area, squawking for Coach Willow at the top of her lungs. "Coach! Coach! Tanya's turned into some kind of yucky bug monster and... and... and..." the hawk drops to the ground, catching her breath. The raccoon and the other students just stare at the bird-girl with wide eyes. Willow, Lisha, and Lavender gaze at her from the pool, while Cassandra and Sam regard her from the sides, just having stepped out of the locker room in their swim suits.

    "What?" Willow asked, confused as she climbed out of the pool to comfort Tina.  The hawk was obviously scared, but the story she was spouting seemed impossible.

    "Tanya!" the bird-girl said, having regained her breath. "She's like some kind of freaky bug-thing now! She was HAVING SEX with Daisy! She has a... a... BOY PARTS!" she exclaims with a shiver. "And between the time Daisy left for the vending machines and the time I got there she'd gotten REALLY REALLY pregnant!" she suppresses another shudder.

    Her teammates just look on in confusion, disbelief, and in one case excitement. "Alien parasites!" said the cougar with a huge grin. "I knew it! That world wide meteor shower just HAD to be engineered like the newspapers said! Containing insectoid parasites that fuse with furres and seek to reproduce by impregnating the populous and enslaving them for work in their own dank underground tunnels!"

    The stunned looks on the faces of the others turned to annoyed glares, though now directed at Sam. "Sam, those are TABLOIDS, not real newspapers! They don't have real news, just a bunch of faked photos. I made a better six breasted-she demon in third hour Photoshop class!" Lisha said, rolling her eyes.

    Lavender playfully elbowed the orca in the ribs. "Principal Cade didn't take to kindly to you using her as a base for that." the salamander said with a giggle, remembering the incident and the picture.  Of course she had never asked where Lisha had gotten the nude picture of Principal Cade in the first place.

    "Nah, she probably locked the door to her office and pawed off to an image of her TRUE FORM! She objected to having it shown around the school. After all, she's not from Akron, but from the third ring of Hades!" Lisha protested, sticking out her tongue.

    The banter drew a scowl from Willow. "Lisha! Don't talk about the Principal like that! Now Tina, I'm sure that the Tanya and Daisy were just playing a practical joke on you. I don't think it's funny, especially when there's sex toys involved. Go tell Marcus to give them a speech about maturity and responsibility." the raccoon said, helping Tina to her feet.  Mixed chuckles escaped the assembled furres, since Marcus was not one known for maturity or responsibility.  None recalled that Marcus had also caused the problem in the first place.

    "B-but I don't want to go back there ALONE! What if she catches me and puts yucky bug-eggs in my tummy like she said she was going to do?" she protested.

    The Coach turns to the wolf and cougar. "Sam, Cass, can you two go with her and make sure those two don't play any more silly jokes on Tina, ok?"

    Cass sighed, reluctantly nodding her head, Sam appeared a bit more eager. "Man, I hope she shows up! I can't wait to see a real live space alien parasite host! Though we're gonna hafta run quick, I don't want to live in a slime filled cave the rest of my life." Cassandra just sighed at her accompaniment and began to walk out of the pool area, causing Tina and Sam to scramble after her.

-o-

    Tanya sat Daisy down gently, lowering her onto a spongy bedding area of their nest. With two hive-sisters, the tigress' body had altered once more. She was nearly nine feet in height, almost forced to move around on all fours now. The queen smiled as she corrected herself, all sixes. Her belly was even bigger, looking several months pregnant. Her new handpaws stroked her swollen belly. She was so beautiful, so full of life.

    Syrrena stirred from sleep, the snow leopard rolling over to cuddle her new sister, licking Daisy's neck lovingly. The bovine turns to look into her sister's eyes. None of them speak, they don't have to. Each can tell what the other was feeling and thinking by some strange sixth sense they couldn't explain. The queen pulled them both to her, feeling the tingling of change once again filling her body. <<Drink.>> she told them, the two eagerly obeying, suckling hungrily from her. The tigress smiled down at her two hivemates. <<This will be the first of many changes, my pets. I'll leave the two of you here to enjoy your new gifts, but I must go and bring more of our sisters into the hive.  The entire team will become hive-sisters, but they are only the beginning.>>

    The queen gently pulled the two away from her breasts, Daisy and Syrrena immediately finding comfort in each others arms, their muzzles pressing together in a sweet kiss, their bellies, full of eggs rubbing against one another, as well as sensitive milk filled nipples.

    <<Mmm sister, what do you think Mistress has in store for us?>> Daisy asks. The leopardess made no reply, for the pleasurable feelings of change came upon them and with them came the knowledge of what was to become of them. Their queen was now capable of physical alteration. They were being gifted with several of the most important attributes of the new race of creatures that they were amongst the first members of. They were gaining the hive's unique digestive system, the attributes of which would allow them to consume nearly any material, as well as produce the construction slime, and the conversion nectar that was so important.

    Both moaned in pleasure as they felt other parts of their body altering. Their super-efficient metabolisms would result in virtually no waste, and what waste there was would be expelled in the construction slime anyway. The urinary and excretory systems no longer needing to be used, this space could be better suited to expanding their roles in the hive. The sisters' paws darted to their sexes at the same time, gasping in pleasure as the changes moved to add the most important feature of a hive sister. "Syrrena, I can... can... oh yes! Feel my cunt changing!" Daisy gasps, feeling the fleshy lips growing and expanding, able now to extend as an ovipositor. Without their queen in close proximity, the two found that the mental link they had shared for a moment had vanished, not that they minded.

    The snow leopard looked down between her legs, smiling at the sight of her rapidly growing ovipositor. The feline reached out to her sister, caressing Daisy's proud shaft. "I still feel kind of empty, despite all the eggs Mistress has filled me with. I want more inside me. I want to swell with eggs, be filled to near bursting with life."

    Daisy thrust against the stroking paws of her sister. "Then I'll be only happy to oblige." she said with a chuckle. Slowly Daisy pressed ovipositor to ovipositor, rubbing the phallic lengths together before hers invaded Syrrena's. Again the feelings of change came over the two, altering them for the roles that they would serve in the hive.

-o-

    Elsewhere Cass, Sam, and Tina walked cautiously down the hall, searching for signs of horrible insectoid monsters, or just silly tigresses in foam rubber with strange senses of humor. "Are you sure you saw what you think you saw?" the wolf asked Tina, still not believing all the weirdness.

    The hawk just shot her a glare and kept walking. All the while Sam continued to ramble about space aliens. "See, the reporter theorized that the parasites are some sort of interstellar locusts, they come and suck up all a planet's resources, including its dominant species, devour as much of the thing as they can, then wrap themselves in superdense cocoons that allow them to survive the vacuum of space as well as terrestrial re-entry." the cougar babbled. Cass just rolled her eyes at her strange teammates.

    "The problem with that theory is that that one of the cocoons would have to have landed nearby here. We know for a fact that we didn't have any meteor impacts, so OBVIOUSLY there are no space-bugs, and thus no Tanya monster." Cassandra says with a disgusted snort.

    Samantha ponders this for a moment and then sighs sadly. "Yeah, I suppose you're right. But if there WERE sinister insect space aliens here in the school, how would they have gotten here?"

    "Landed in the rural area and flew in on wing power. Taking shelter here in the school from the storm. Duh." Accompanied a soft chuckle from the ceiling.

    The three girls look up  with varying expressions. Awe from Sam, annoyance from Cass, and sheer terror from Tina. The insect queen releases her grip on the ceiling, landing behind the trio.

    "Don't be afraid, I'm not going to hurt you!" Tanya purred sweetly. Cass' look of annoyance turns to astonishment, Sam's jaw is just about on the ground.

    "You... bug... alien... wow!" she stammered, stunned and somewhat aroused.

    Tanya just grinned proudly. "It's a gift I'm eager to share with you all, if you'll let me. Let me make love to you, show you the wonders of what we're all going to become."

    With that Sam snaps out of her state of shock, recalling the whole world domination thing she'd read about. "Oh no! I'm not going to contribute to the downfall of modern society no matter HOW cute you act!" the cougar growls, sticking out her tongue.

    The insect queen rocked back onto her hind legs, she was beginning to feel more comfortable moving about on all six limbs. "Oh please don't run, sisters. You'll just tire yourselves out, and then you'll be too tired to have such great fun!" she teased.

    Tina broke the grip of the paralyzing fear that held her, letting out a loud, high pitched scream that carried throughout the school. She turned and shoved Cassandra, urging the wolf to move down the hall. Sam turned and followed, the three girls ran as best they could, fleeing this monstrosity that had once been their friend. Tanya gave them a few seconds head start, she knew she was faster then these silly bipeds. She'd give them a sporting chance to get away before she began the hunt.

    When they had gotten far enough away from her to provide suitable sport, the tigress darted after them, quickly gaining with her hexapedal gait. The she-wolf looked back and growled at her, picking up the pace. The insectoid summoned up a mouthful of construction slime, launching it expertly at the legs of the hawk. Cassandra cut sharply to the right, nudging the hawk out of the way of the thick black goo, the two crashing through a set of double doors into one of the computer labs. The slime splashed on the floor, the start of the upper level of the hive, though one that would not be needed or added to for some time.

    Sam paused and looked back, Tanya lunged in her direction, the cougar yelped and begin to run again. Choosing to let the cougar flee, Tanya didn't want her to get away completely free though and spat another glob of construction slime.  It splattered on Cass' tail, though it did nothing more than weigh down the limb. The insect queen just chuckled to herself letting the cougar escape as she stalked the other two, turning around she approached the hastily slammed doors to the computer lab.

    "C'mon Tina! Get up!" Cass whispered, having dragged the hawk underneath one of the desks.

    "Mmm... don' wanna get up," Tina mumbled. "M' head feels funny."

    Cass sighed. "You probably have a concussion, birdie, now c'mon! Get up! We have to get out of here!"

    The hawk just groaned some more, closing her eyes and laying her head back down. "Shit." the wolf growled under her breath, darting for one of the empty server cabinets in the corner. The servers to fill it were on back order, and thankfully weren't scheduled to arrive for several weeks. Cass thanked the paper pushing bureaucracy that led to this hiding place. The lights came on just as she shut the door, leaving enough space to peer out into the room.

    "Come out, come out wherever you are!" Tanya said with a giggle, jumping up onto one of the four computer tables. She easily spied the hawk's feet sticking out from one of them across the way.

    "Tina, Tina, Tina, you don't hide very well at all, I wonder if there's some ostrich in you?" the tigress said with a predatory grin. A few quick swipes of her claws were all that Tanya required to have the avian's clothes off, laying in tatters. The hawk groaned softly, trying feebly to pull away, but her body didn't want to work properly.

    The insect queen stroked her prey's cheek gently. "Are you hurt, my pet? I can make you feel so much better. Just let me fix what's wrong." she purred, rocking back onto her knees, gently pulling the hawk from her hiding place with all four paws. Cass watched from her hiding place as the tigress-sect dragged Tina out from under the desk, lifting her legs up gently, Tanya placing them over her shoulders, the much smaller hawk upside down. Tina just hung there limply.

    "My ovipositor disgusted you, didn't it? I don't want to make my sister-to-be uncomfortable." Tanya said softly, leaning down and sliding her tongue across the avian's sex. The hawk began to wiggle, trying to pull away. The insectoid chuckles, gripping the hawk's shoulders with her feet, rather glad for the insect-like alteration of them. Her upper handpaws gripped Tina's thighs, the lower sliding down to caress the avian's down covered breasts. The tigress continued her licking, her tongue sliding deeper and deeper with each lick. Tina's struggles began to grow weaker as Tanya pleasured her. The insect queen's tongue began to drip with the secretions that would bring her new sister into the hive, in mind and in body.

    With some slight resistance, Tanya's long tongue entered the avian's womb, filling it quickly with transformative fluids. After a few moments, Tina began to wriggle as the tingling itch of change filled her. Her eyes flew open, her beak opening to scream... But as she took a deep breath, something stopped her, told her to lay back and enjoy it. The tigress' tongue did feel good inside her, maintaining the rough feline texture all along the long, tubular length. Tanya wasn't hurting her, not at all. It didn't feel anywhere near as horrible and frightening as she thought it would be. The long, insect-like tongue felt wonderful inside her.

    Combined with the soft caresses to her breasts and the strange, pleasent feeling flowing over her body, Tina couldn't understand why she hadn't wanted this before. "Oooh yeah Tanya! Work that tongue! Gods.... that feels incredible!" she managed between moans.

    Cass watched all this from the safety of the cabinet, Tina's struggles at first, weak, then stronger. Had whatever Tanya done repaired the damage done by the blow to the head Tina had taken? The wolf watched in fascination as the tigress-sect pleasured the hawk. It was gross but it was also pretty neat to watch and kind of... No! Cass shook her head clearing out the strange feelings building there, putting both paws behind her back, they had crept toward places on her body that they really oughtn't in a situation like this. Her eyes widened at a sudden change in Tina's body, her jaw dropping. No way... that couldn't be! It looked so perfect, big, thick, glistening in the light of several monitors, computers knocked out of screen saver. Tina had said that Tanya had one, but hadn't mentioned that she could...

    Cass licked her lips. Her greatest fantasy was right in front of her, all she had to do was ask. Tina wasn't in pain or anything, she looked to be enjoying herself. The tigress has been so gentle with her, so careful not to cut her with her claws, or jostle her with her injured head. The body was certainly not controlled from the sexual organs, in females at least, so there wasn't some sort of mind taking parasite involved.  Quivering with a mix of anticipation and fear, Cass quietly stepped out of the server cabinet, slowly making her way toward Tanya and Tina. The tigress-sect pulled her tongue from the avian, drawing a disappointed moan from Tina. Tanya stared at her, ready to defend herself.

    The canine licked her lips again, the sight of Tanya's ovipositor, dripping with sweet, hot sticky precum. The tigress followed Cass' gaze downward and grinned. "You like this?" she purred, stroking her shaft with a paw.

    Cassandra dropped to all fours, crawling playfully towards Tanya. "Oh yeah. I... I... I've always thought a girl with a dick would be so sexy. I can't help myself, I saw what you gave to Tina and I want one too! Nice 'n big, 'n hard, 'n drippy. With a big canine knot." Cass said, gingerly extending her tongue to lick at Tanya's ovipositor "Gods, Tanya, I just want to shove it into my brothers muzzle, just to make him stop saying something stupid for five minutes. Mmm... show him that's he not such hot stuff after all." she continues, a paw encircling the tigress-sect's rod.

    Tanya takes Cass' head gently into her paws, stroking her ears as the wolfess begins to suck. "I can give you what you want, Cassie, I can give you and Tina the means to capture and convert others with those wonderful new organs you have. I have plans for Marcus, he's going to be the hive whore, fill him so full of eggs he can't even move! You'd love to do that, wouldn't you? Fill him with eggs from your ovipositor, humiliating him, making him see that you are in control?"

    "Mmmhmm." Cass mumbles, mouth full of girlcock, one hand caressing the ovipositor and the other stroking the slick folds of her sex, imagining herself with one of her own...

    Tanya smiled and purred loving at her newest pet, sister, and slave. "Then drink, my little sister.  Drink, let it change you, let me give you the power to make your dirtiest dreams come true."  Cass moved forward, now kneeling before her mistress.  Caressing the ovipositor, she kissed and licked at the tip, shuddering at the very taste of the slime coating it.  Then with a look of lust, she dove forward, taking in all she could of the ovipositor into her throat and muzzle, caressing what still lay outside.  She gave herself willingly to the hive, not knowing what exactly she was doing beyond gaining the power to humble her brother.



~~


Tina woke slowly, her head still felt somewhat fuzzy, and there was a soft, almost buzzing sound in the back of her mind. As she sat up, one hand went to rub at her head, feeling a swell that was already going down. Touching it though made her wince and cry out softly, but as her beak opened, it felt strange, as if there was something stuffed inside. Looking into the dark computer screen, she saw that there were a pair of mandibles were there, and her tongue seemed longer, more phallic. She found this strangely arousing, and her hands began to move over her form, feeling hard chitin forming under her feathers, and some form of sharp stinger hidden by her tailfeathers.

"You're almost complete my daughter... All you need now is to accept my eggs, and you will be part of the hive. It's where you belong." Tanya... it was Tanya that spoke to her. As Tina turned to look, she felt a desire to obey, to love, and to serve Tanya. She could see Cass kneeling before the hybrid tigress, now resembling a monstrous ant, barely able to stand on two legs, holding herself up with arms on the desks and wall. Tanya wasn't disgusting anymore, she was beautiful, the hard chitin and muscular body aroused Tina... as did the fleshy tendril that Cass was even now sucking on.

"Mmmm... yes Tanya, I want your eggs inside me!" Tina reached down to caress the folds of her sex, finding that she too now had an ovipositor. It was smaller than Tanya's though, perhaps meant to place something other than the eggs others planted. Slowly Cass was pulling away from Tanya's ovipositor, an expression of absolute bliss on her lupine muzzle as streamers of slime still linked the two. Tanya was petting the wolf bitch, then turned to Tina. In an instant, Tina knew what she must do, and lay back on one of the tables, legs spread to invite her Queen to implant the eggs within her.

With grace that belied her size, Tanya walked forward on all sixes, straddling the table easily as her long legs and arms held her aloft. Tina could only watch, and spread the lips of her sex as the massive ovipositor trailed up her legs, moving with slow and almost malicious purpose for her sex. "Tina, my daughter, you are to be a hunter, but you will not transform as most do... the bite of your mandibles, and the venom of your stinger will arouse and paralyze your prey. Then they will be ripe for infesting, ready to be made one of us. At the same time, you can keep them prisoner, bringing them to the hive so we may play with them first."

Tina nodded, barely hearing the words as she felt the ovipositor thrust into her sex, filling it with the pulsing, slimy length. Tanya lowered herself slightly, and offered a plump breast to the hawk, who accepted gladly. Tina nipped the soft orb, her mandibles biting in slightly to hold it close as she drank the warm and potent milk from her Queen. At the same time, she could feel the ovipositor moving deeper into her sex, writhing against her cervix. She knew then that her Queen would give her immature eggs, that they would grow within her until ready to be deposited into her prey. With a squeal of pleasure she tore herself from the breast and bucked as she felt the bulge of egg after egg being slipped into her womb. A smile of devious and malicious glee touched her beak as she heard the buzz in her mind grow stronger, she was part of the hive now.

-o-

Cass was in heaven, her whole body felt warm, as if she was swimming in a hottub. Her sex though was on fire, writhing as the transformations started, giving her the ovipositor she wanted so much. It wouldn't be long before Marcus was hers, just as she'd always wanted. Still kneeling, she began to caress her body, tugging at her nipples, stroking her sex... And then she felt it, the growing hardness of her ovipositor, and the knot she knew she would find. Yes... she could tie Marcus to her, ensure he didn't escape her. Not only that, but she could do the same to anyone else. While her desire for Marcus was fanned, she could also feel a desire for male and females of all species, a need to seduce them and then to plant her eggs deep within them. She watched as Tanya completed her work on Tina, making over her new sister. Yes, they were sisters now weren't they? She smiled at that thought, she'd never had a sister before, if she had maybe they could have...

Tanya planted the last egg into Tina's waiting sex, then withdrew slowly. She watched Tina kiss and nip the ovipositor, then Tanya pulled back and shook a finger at the hawk in mock reproach. Cass marveled at the sleek exoskeleton her Queen wore, licking her lips at the thought of feeling a caress from it. She did not have long to wait either as Tanya scuttled over toward her on all six limbs, looming over the prostrate wolf as she had the hawk. The position was one of complete dominance, as Cass' was of complete submission, and it sent a shiver though her.

"Mmm... Cass, my little Cass. Are you ready to take my eggs? Once you have them, all that remains is to steal your brother's seed and they will ripen within you in minutes rather than the days it will take Tina's." Cass only moaned and nodded, already imagining how she would take her brother. Arching her hips, she caressed the entrance of Tanya's ovipositor with her own. Some new instinct told her what to do, and she thrust her ovipositor into Tanya's, sheathing herself in her queen. There was no need for words anymore as Tanya began to thrust as a male might while mating, pumping the immature eggs into Cass, where they would wait for her brother's seed, and then for him and his girlfriend's bodies...

-o-

Katheryne might have still been pissed off at Marcus, but she was also in heat. With that in mind, she'd lured him away to the library, needing for him to take her. Of course he was carrying condoms these days, she'd made it clear to him that if he wanted her, he had to use them, so there was no risk of her getting pregnant with kits. She knew they wouldn't be disturbed here in the library, so it was the perfect place to play. Marcus was sitting in one of the big overstuffed reading chairs, with her on his lap. So far she'd just teased him with her scent, once or twice reaching down to caress her slick sex and then smear the nectar on his lips and nose before licking off the remainder herself. His paws meanwhile were free to roam her body, and did so, caressing her flanks and belly while burying his head in her cleavage.

"You were a bad puppy tonight Marcus, I think you need to be punished." Her voice was husky with need, but at the same time dead serious. She was still angry at what he'd said to Tanya, and had changed her plans for their little fun accordingly. Slowly she got off his lap and hip-swung her way over to her gym bag. Inside she always kept a few toys as well as her normal attire for the game. Reaching in, she started to pull out a few items.

"Get over on one of those tables, Marcus." Her voice was commanding and alluring. After a brief pause, he got up and trotted over to her, then changed his mind and moved to lie on one of the tables as she'd instructed. He could hear her murring already, and knew whatever she was up to was bound to be fun.

"Strip and wait right there, I'll be back in a few minutes." She then grabbed her gym bag and fled into the stacks, trusting he would do as she told him. Once she was sure he couldn't see her, Katheryne put down her gym bag and dug out the leather ensemble she'd put inside, there was also a set of bondage straps and similar toys that she would have Marcus wearing soon. She stripped quickly, though pausing long enough to caress her body, arousal coursing though her.

-o-

Marcus was disappointed, but Katheryne was in one of her moods, so it was best to do as she said. In heat or no, if he ticked her off further, he knew he'd not get anything at all from her. It didn't take long to strip, though his swollen sheath made it a little harder to get his pants and briefs off. Her scent and taste still lingered, and he watched as the pink of his member started to poke out, showing how truly ready he soon would be. One paw lowered itself to slowly stroke his member, ensuring that it wouldn't go down, even more, that it would continue to rise. From the stacks he heard a giggle, and though he couldn't see Katheryne, he could smell her. A bag slid down one isle, propelled by a red furred paw.

"Since you were a bad puppy, you have to put all that on... and then I'll decide your punishment." Katheryne's voice was still deep with desire, but there was an air of command to it as well. Slightly annoyed, Marcus took his time putting on the bondage harness, somewhat reluctant to admittedly. Soon he was clad in leather that would allow her to nearly immobilize him with ease. He was a little worried by that thought, but shrugged it off.

"Mmmm... good... Now for your punishment... I want you to lick yourself until you're hard, then put on that cockring. Make sure it's below where your knot will be, then lick yourself more until your knot keeps the ring just where it is." Marcus blinked, and hesitated, this was taking things a little far! Tying him up was one thing, but keeping him hard but unable to cum was an entirely different matter.

"Do it Marcus, or I'll go find one of the girls that's willing to please me, and you'll be stuck not getting anything, because you KNOW what will happen if you cheat on me." A low growl of frustration and annoyance forced itself from Marcus as he obeyed her commands, leaning down and starting to lick at his emerging member lightly.

-o-

"Marcus and Katheryne are in there, sister, what shall we do?" Tina turned to Cass for advice, knowing that at least for this prey, Cass was in command, it was her once-brother and his girlfriend they stalked after all.

"Marcus will be all tied up soon it sounds like... so we wait until then. Once he's tied up, you'll go in and kiss Katheryne with your mandibles, or sting her. Meanwhile I'll play a little with Marcus. Once Katheryne is paralyzed, we'll start to play. Use the construction slime to bind Katheryne spread-eagle, while I'll do something similar to Marcus. Then I'll have my way with him... you can play with Katheryne, but don't convert her yet... I want Marcus to watch as we take her." Tina nodded and licked her beak, barely able to contain herself as she waited for her chance to help bring another into the hive. Marcus of course wouldn't join the hive, he would be used as merely a sex toy and egg storage.

While they waited, Tina caressed her belly, feeling within her the three small eggs. She knew they would grow in time, ripe and ready for implantation. Yet she envied Cass, knowing her sister would steal the seed from her once-brother and fertilize her eggs then. It would take Tina ages to be ready to implant, but Cass should be able to place eggs within Marcus and Katheryne within the hour. Reaching over, she caressed Cass' sex, then kissed her, the long phallic tongue she'd been given sliding down into the wolf bitch's throat.

-o-

Tanya marveled at how far she had come. Already her entire body was engulfed in a thick chitinous hide, protecting her from almost anything. At the same time, she had lost her tail, though a large secondary abdomen had replaced it, making her look somewhat like a monstrous ant. Within her new addition she could feel eggs being produced and stored, waiting for her ovipositor to deposit them into her prey. Antennae had grown too, sensitive to the touch, but oh so lovely. With them she could now hear and command her Hive-Daughters, speaking into their minds as well as tracking the minds of others. One small regret was that she could no longer walk on two legs, forced to walk almost exclusively on all six of her new limbs, though admittedly it made her faster, more maneuverable, and stable.

While Daisy and Syrrena continued to play and marvel in their new forms, Tanya was enlarging the Hive, knowing that it would have to grow as new members were added. The present size was fine for the team, but best to be ready for other members. Idly she wondered what her mother would say when Tanya brought her into the hive... but for now she was working on a chamber especially for Marcus. Rather than an exposed bowl like the current main chamber, she dug this one out into the concrete of the floor, a cavern with a smooth floor and an arched ceiling. At the far end, she took extreme care to make a pedestal of sorts, where Marcus would stand, suspended and open to them from all sides.

She sensed that Tina and Cass would soon move in on Katheryne and Marcus, and realized she no longer though of his humiliation and enslavement as revenge, it was merely what needed to be done for the greater purpose, that of the Hive. In the pool, she could sense that Lisha was stalking Lavender, and smiled, thinking of the form they might soon take. Coach Willow had retreated to her office for the time being, but then Tanya had lost touch with her, as if Willow was no longer thinking. This was worrisome, but Tanya shrugged it off, it would make the hunt more interesting. Laura appeared to be in the shower, and the frightened sense of Sam was there too, probably trying to wash off the construction slime on her tail. Tanya admitted to herself that she was guessing who was where, after all, she could only really get a vague sense of their emotions and presence.

After completing the new chamber, she emerged into the bowl of the Hive once more. With a smile she moved over to Daisy, and silently commanded the cow to lie on her back. Moments later, Tanya's muzzle descended on the cow's udder, suckling on one of the teats. Yes... Daisy was coming along fine, the milk was rich and nourishing, perfect for feeding larva or young. As she drank from Daisy, Syrrena was busy caressing her carapace. They were one big family, just as it should be.

-o-

Now that Marcus was properly attired, and the cockring keeping him hard, but unable to release, Katheryne emerged. She wore only a leather thong bottom, and a leather corset that pushed up and emphasized her breasts. It was a suit designed to make her look intimidating, and it was succeeding. With sensual grace she advanced on her boyfriend, glaring when he rose to meet her. Staying silent, she waiting for him to realize what position he should be in. It took time, but reluctantly, he knelt, moments before she stood before him. Casually she took his head and ground his muzzle against the leather thong, ensuring he could smell only her and the leather. Then she pushed him away and started to circle.

"It's good to see you kneeling Marcus... it's just where you belong." Once she was behind him she leaned down, binding his wrists together, then his legs. He couldn't get up if he tried.

"And now you can't stop kneeling... you'll worship me tonight Marcus, being my pleasure toy as punishment for how you treated Tanya. Then maybe when I've had my fill, I'll let you get it off." She smirked, and circled around once more to stand before him, admiring her work. As she did so, Marcus could see a form emerge behind her, but was cut off as Katheryne stepped forward and placed a ball gag on him.

"Awww, can I play too Katheryne?" Tina made her voice almost sickly sweet, and when Katheryne turned to face her, seemingly amazed that anyone else was here, Tina smiled. With a single move, Tina grabbed the vixen and thrust her phallic tongue deep into the muzzle parted in surprise. At the same time her mandibles stung the vixen's cheeks, paralyzing her and sending Katheryne over the edge as her heat was added to.

"Marcus... oh Marcus..." It was Cass talking, and new panic flooded Marcus, he struggled against the leather bindings that kept him helpless. He could smell his sister, aroused almost as Katheryne was. With a moment of horror, he remembered the time she had blackmailed him into letting her see his member... well now it was full and ready... and she was somewhere nearby.

"It's such a pretty cock Marcus... I don't think Katheryne should be the only one to play with it..." When Cass emerged from behind Tina, he could see she was naked... and her sex dripped with arousal. A wave of lust overcame him as her scent hit him more strongly, followed by his own disgust at the idea of mating his sister. Cass smirked at this and strolled forward, around Katheryne and Tina who seemed to be kissing feverishly. With one hand Cass caressed the underside of his muzzle, the other stroking her body to emphasize her beauty. She was all smiles and sweetness until she grabbed his head roughly and forced his nose and muzzle into the cleft between her legs, rubbing her dripping cunt against him.

"Ohhh... I've wanted you for years Marcus... and now I'm going to get you. I've learned all sorts of new tricks!" As she spoke, her slick cunt rubbed harder and harder against the gag and his muzzle. Reaching down with a free hand, Cass removed the gag, letting him breath. She wanted to hear him beg later, but thought it might be fun to hear what he had to say for himself now.

"Cass what the fuck are you doing?! GET OFF ME!" Marcus was shocked and disgusted by Cass' actions, she was his sister! And what was Tina doing to Katheryne? "And get off Katheryne you bird brained bitch!"

"Awww, if you're going to say such dirty things brother, I'm going to have to gag you again. It seems you can't be civil tonight... first Tanya, then me, then Tina..." Cass shook her head sadly, then gripped his head tight, forcing him to look again at her sex... and the ovipositor growing from it. "That's right brother... I have a cock now too... makes me more complete than you, and mine... is bigger and better." Before he could respond, Cass thrust the ovipositor into his startled muzzle, gagging him once more. Cass held his head there, enjoying the feeling of her ovipositor buried in her brother's muzzle. She even smirked as he tried to bite into it, but found the flesh too tough to pierce, indeed, the bite made her moan with pleasure.

With careful and deliberate motions, Cass pulled her ovipositor back, then slammed it forward into Marcus's muzzle, fucking his face with an expression of pure bliss. Despite his disgust, Marcus was being slowly overwhelmed by Cass' pheromones, instinctually responding. Whimpers escaped around Cass' ovipositor as he started to suck willingly on the hot flesh. Already the knot near the base of Cass' cock-like ovipositor was forming, though it would not tie Marcus's muzzle as it might have a bitch's sex. Spurts of Cass' nectar started to erupt from the ovipositor, flooding Marcus's muzzle.

"Mmmmm.... that's good Marcus... now though I think it's time that I take you." Slowly the ovipositor was pulled from Marcus's muzzle, and he fought the retreat, sucking hard and leaning into it. Soon the ovipositor, resembling a larger and more perfect version of Marcus's own cock, waggled before his muzzle. Cass let him stare at it for long moments before she leaned over and kissed him with a passion. Her muzzle covered his own, possessively exploring him as Cass prepared to seal his muzzle with construction slime. As Cass broke the kiss, she smiled, knowing her brother was now lost in his lusts, enough that she could take him with ease. He didn't fight as she started to lick his muzzle and lips, coating them with the tar-like mass of construction slime, ready to muzzle him. It was not long indeed before it appeared as if he wore a full muzzle, only his nose exposed as the slime hardened.

Katheryne longed to writhe and moan, she'd intended to restrain Marcus and 'play' with him, but instead now found herself captive, her body a toy for Tina. The feeling was at the same time massively arousing and frightening, she was used to being in charge, but was now helpless as the avian fingers teased her sex and tugged upon her nipples.

"Katheryne... you look so naughty in this teddy..." Tina was once more licking Katheryne's lips, now though she moved closer, pressing and grinding their bodies together.

"I have a wonderful gift for you Katheryne... Soon... you can join the Hive, just as Cass, Daisy, and I have... and Marcus will." Tina's eyes closed in rapture. "It feels so good, you wouldn't believe it!" Slowly Tina slid around to stand in front of Katheryne, then slipped to her knees, bringing the vixen's moist sex on level with her beak. "You'll love it... and you can't stop me either... that excites you doesn't it? Being helpless?"

Without waiting for a response, Tina started to lick at the vulpine cunt, drinking in the nectar that continued to flow. As Katheryne's moans increased, Tina's tongue began to take on a more and more phallic shape, much like the ovipositor Cass sported. It was not long before Tina was literally fucking Katheryne with her tongue, bringing the vixen closer and closer to release, one that would leave her oh so vulnerable.

"Ohhh... yes, why don't you watch Marcus, I think you'll LOVE what we do to Katheryne... And then maybe we'll let her change you. There's only one thing we need before I can do that..." Cass smirked and grabbed her brother's cock, squeezing it almost painfully before pointing it at her ovipositor. With a sadistic grin, she lowered herself, squatting over him as his member vanished into her own. She loved the sensation, and smirked as his member moved down completely into her ovipositor, even the knot being drawn in. Then she leered, and started to thrust against him, painfully and yet at the same time her ovipositor throbbed and massaged his cock in ways that no cunt ever could. It was not long before Marcus felt his hips thrusting back, painful yes, but at the same time, he knew it would lead to release. It didn't matter anymore that this was his sister!

"That's right 'little' brother, let me harvest you!" Cass felt herself trembling on the edge of release as Marcus finally surrendered his seed, the final thing she needed to begin his enslavement and Katheryne's conversion. Cass leaned in and licked her brother's muzzle, giving his cock one last squeeze with her ovipositor before withdrawing. She strutted over to Katheryne, an air about her of dominance, not merely her attitude and gestures, but something more. Reaching out, she caressed the vixen's muzzle, and with a small motion, seemed to make Katheryne slip to her knees, Tina following her down so that now Katheryne was straddling her beak. Cass then stepped forward, presenting her throbbing ovipositor to Katheryne.

"It's bigger than Marcus's isn't it?" Her voice made it a command, and Katheryne could only nod.

"It's sexier than Marcus's isn't it?" Again, she could only nod as the wolf bitch spoke.

"I'm sexier than Marcus! You want to have me fuck you more than you want Marcus... you want me so much you'll beg me won't you!?" Cass grinned with malicious glee as Katheryne nodded vigorously now, whimpering with need.

"If I let you... you'll end up wanting only me and my sisters... and perhaps those we tell you..." Cass was now whispering in Katheryne's ear, the throbbing length bobbing right in front of the vixen's nose. "Go ahead... kiss it and I'll give you pleasure like you've never known..."

Marcus could only watch, mind still clouded with lust... that his sister had imposed on him! He was still bound, and now muzzled, a helpless observer as Cass and Tina toyed with Katheryne. He kept expecting her to stop them, to fight them, but instead she seemed to be welcoming the attention, even now riding Tina's beak. Then he heard Cass, how she was trying to seduce Katheryne, his girlfriend, and right in front of him! But Katheryne seemed to be responding, affected by the same lust he was... He watched and whimpered as Katheryne kissed Cass' cock, then started to suckle upon it as she had done to him many times before. That was it... he knew it was all over. Somehow Cass and Tina had made Katheryne theirs, and he was next.

Katheryne seemed to have overcome whatever paralysis she'd been under, now gripping Cass' hips and sucking upon his sister's length with a passion that made him instantly jealous, his own sister was getting a better blowjob than he ever had from his own girlfriend! As Katheryne's sucking grew more frantic, he could see Cass thrusting now, actively fucking Katheryne's face, and Katheryne's hips bucking from the assault of Tina's tongue. He knew what was coming, and wasn't surprised when Katheryne tried to pull back from Cass' cock, giving vent to a cry of purest bliss as she came... but the cry was stifled as Cass thrust once more into Katheryne's muzzle. There was a bulge traveling down Cass' shaft, not like what would happen if she was coming herself...

Katheryne's mind was slow and fuzzy, as if she were in a daze. She could hear Cass talking to her, but somehow couldn't understand the words, only seemed to feel the truth of them. At the same time she felt her sex assaulted like never before by Tina's tongue, it was more than she could take for long, and she knew she would soon have the most powerful orgasm of her life. This was better than Marcus could ever do for her!

She found herself kissing, then sucking upon a member. She knew vaguely that it was Cass', though that seemed a little strange. It felt good though, like it belonged in her muzzle, and tasted nice too! There was a sweetness to the pre that slipped from the member, and she began to suckle more and more insistently. She wanted more, it was like an addiction. Before she could taste the cum to see if it was as sweet though, she felt her sex clamp down and erupt. As she pulled back from the cock, crying out and feeling her mind go blank, she thought she never wanted this to end.

And it wouldn't. Instantly her muzzle was thrust back onto Cass' cock, sucking with a vengeance. Once more the sweet pre greeted her, but it was soon followed by something else, something big... that belonged inside her. As the thing slid down her throat, Cass pulled away, and Katheryne found herself looking up at the bitch. The thing stopped somewhere in her throat, then seemed to vanish. Moments later, Katheryne could feel a flood of sensation and the touch of other minds on her own. She was now part of the Hive, as she was meant to be, as she was always meant to be... as all should be.

"Thank you... sister..." She whispered softly, hugging Cass' hips and pressing her cheek to the other's thighs. She knew that the changes would come over her soon, making her like her sisters. In the back of her mind was also the knowledge that she was to help Cass enslave Marcus, but that he would not become part of the Hive, only serve it.

Cass stepped back and watched as Katheryne stood slowly, the leather corset and other bits seeming to melt onto her skin. They became an armor of sorts, emphasizing her femininity, making it all the more obvious and appealing, while also protecting her. The leather would cover her better should she will it, responding to her will with limited ability to shift its shape. Rather than an ovipositor like many of her sisters though, her sex remained unchanged. At her look of disappointment, Cass hugged her softly, and only then did the 'flesh' of her teddy start to form a cock-like ovipositor.

"Thank you sister... thank you!" Katheryne danced about for a short while then licked her lips and stared at Marcus "But isn't it time he started serving his purpose?" As she walked toward her brother, the leather about her started sliding, covering her sex and her breasts, but only just, leaving tantalizing flesh still in view. With deliberate steps, she came to stand behind him, then leaned forward, making the back of his head press against her crotch. "Stay!"

Cass smiled, she liked this new Katheryne. With sensual grace, she rose and advanced on her brother, smirking. "Last time I harvested you... this time I'll give you something in return." Her expression sent waves of panic though Marcus, cutting though the lustful haze. Cass and Katheryne smirked at each other as he struggled, only to find his head held fast against Katheryne's crotch, the leather seeming to have anchored him there. Katheryne reached down and held his head, forcing him to watch Cass' ovipositor as she strode forward. It hung hard and ready, and Marcus felt a little stir of desire again, though he'd never desired his sister, let alone another male! The slime that had coated his muzzle seemed to flake away then, to his horror and relief.

Cass stopped right in front of him, then leaned closer, kissing Katheryne while pressing her ovipositor against her brother's muzzle. For a moment Marcus tried to bite it, but to his horror found himself kissing it instead. As Cass broke the kiss with Katheryne she looked down at her brother.

"Awww, did you want to bite me?" She sank to her knees, the ovipositor hovering tip to tip with his cock. When he failed to respond, she shrugged. "It doesn't matter." She moved closer, kissing him possessively as her ovipositor once more engulfed his cock. He moaned, trying to break the kiss, but knowing he couldn't. Already his member was rising once more, giving in to the pleasure of her pulsing and throbbing ovipositor.

"Do you know what she's going to do to you Marcus?" Katheryne started to caress his head. "She's going to lay an egg in your sac... it will change you. Soon your sac will swell up, but your precious balls will retreat. You will become a repository for our eggs, living only to house and fertilize them. We'll all lay eggs in you, thrusting them down your cock... but never will you have a real release, only being harvested for seed or fertilized eggs... You won't feel pleasure from it, after all, your cock won't belong to you anymore." She smirked at the look of horror on Marcus's face, and the whimper that escaped him as the egg started to move into his cock, forced there from his sister's ovipositor...


~~


Yuriko's Infestation
by Von Krieger

Yuriko ducked behind the corner, not because she was afraid of being hit with a blast, but rather she was worried about scorched fur from the molten spatter that would spills from where the missed shots struck. Her prey wasn't a very good shot under normal circumstances, and after a cross-solar system chase, a few well placed shots to the propulsion drive, and a barely managed landing on an old, abandoned mining asteroid hadn't done anything at all to still the nervous shaking that the little red lizard's species did instinctively when frightened, agitated, angry, or just for the hell of it.

"D-d-don't c-come any closer!" K'gira stuttered, shaking a bit and gripping a blaster pistol made by a race who rarely topped five feet in height. She let go of the weapon to brush a few bright purple strands of her feathery hair out of her face.

The bounty huntress sighed to herself. The snow leopardess hated retrieval missions for K'graths. The loudly colored lizards proved, to Yuriko at least, that if there was some guiding force behind the universe, it had a sense of humor.

While most sentience races had developed intelligence in order to survive, the K'graths appeared to have acquired it as a secondary effect of creating better ways to acquire shiny things, and keep previous acquired shiny things safe whilst they were out looking for, of course, more shiny things.

The K'graths had no predators, natural or unnatural. As their natural defense was to spit a foul smelling, foul tasting, burning, incredibly sticky goop that was utter hell to clean off, and even hard to remove the stink.

The bright colors made them very noticeable, and on the arboreal jungle world they hailed from, the shaking and twitching would result in a lot of leaves rustling.

Yuriko stuck her hand around the corner and fired her own blaster, more to make the skittish lizard flee from the shots than having any actual hope of hitting her. Not for the first time, the bounty huntress cursed the poor fools who had first landed a ship on that world, had it stolen, and thus granted the kleptomaniacal, intelligent, incredibly nervous race the technology of space flight.

Those first K'graths had rather quickly picked up the concepts of commerce, interstellar civilization, and the locations of resellers of goods that didn't ask many questions. Of course after buying spaceships of their own, the K'graths had gone home to show them off to their friends and families. And promptly had them stolen, of course, completing the ongoing cycle of renewal that brought more and more of the pests into space.

They were literally sticky fingered little crooks. The tips of their fingers and toes were meant for holding onto trees, and had quickly been put to use picking things up with a gentle prod of a finger.

Yuriko poked her head around the corner and saw that her target had made a break for it, heading deeper into the mine. "You know, this isn't the best place to be running around in!" the leopard shouted, checking the charge on her pulse pistol, set currently at a high grade stun.

The echoes of little lizard feet running across metal-grate flooring stopped. "You saw the scans coming in, this is a nice, plump, mineral-filled asteroid. But one day the miners just up and left, and never came back."

Silence.

"And all those ships at the sides of the landing bay? Ships that are almost brand new models, to ones dating back hundreds of years, all of them damaged or with broken parts? Ships have to stop here for repairs, and than for some reason, they never leave! There's ghosts here, or terrible brain eating monstrosities! Black carapaced insect-monsters that lay eggs in your belly and have the young rip their way out of you, eating you alive!" Yuriko called, trying not to giggle.

More silence.

"Without ketchup!"

K'graths never ate meat without some sort of vegetable-based sauce to dip it in.

Yuriko watched as K'gira rounded the corner, running towards her, an absolutely frightened look on her face.

"Yuuuurikoooo!" she yowled as she saw the leopardess. "Dun let 'em eat me!"

The little lizard jumped up into the bounty huntress' arms, clinging to her tightly. The leopardess made soothing noises and tried not to laugh.

K'gira had a bit more long term thought than most of her race. Whereas most saw something pretty or valuable and immediately attempted to take it, K'gira had found that she could use her natural skills to acquire information, which lead her to certain things that were worthless to K'graths, but other races were willing to trade large amounts of credits for, which while shiny and brightly colored, were rather uninteresting and shape, and easily tradable for things that a K'grath could really enjoy.

And K'gira's knack for acquiring valuable information was why Yuriko kept a close watch on her data profile, just in case any bounties turned up. Of course they almost always included the instructions 'shoot on sight,' but Yuriko had found that they were quite willing to pay her the bounty, and more besides, to prevent the information from leaking out to half the known cosmos.

And usually Yuriko would act on the information herself and acquire even more profit. Unlike the K'graths, who were easily able to sneak into a place and swipe an item, Yuriko had more than enough sense to realize that you then snuck back out again. Which is why, unlike K'gira, she had never been caught in her thefts.

"I'll make a deal with you, we put your ship in the Red Hilt's docking bay, you tell me what it is that you were going to steal, I'll steal it for you, then we sell it and split the money ninety-ten. You get the ten." Yuriko said, stowing her gun and beginning the walk back to the ship. While there may not have been fearsome insectoid monstrosities in here, there were an awful lot of disappearances in the area. Space pirate attacks, especially, likely the slaving type.

"Nuh uh! I'm the one who did all the working finding the stuff! Seventy-thirty, you get the thirty!" the lizard argued, voice firm, but still clinging tightly to Yuriko, eyes darting around looking for specters.

"I'm the one who's going to be risking her tail getting the thing!" the leopard fired back.

"I can get it myself!"

"And you can also get your bounty tripled in the process when you get caught drooling over the damned thing! You get a third!"

"I'll have half!"

"You'll have forty percent and like it!"

"I'll have forty-five percent and won't like it!"

"Deal!" Yuriko concluded with a smile. She'd been perfectly willing to split it with K'gira, but she didn't have to tell the lizard that.

K'gira wasn't all that bad as K'graths went. She was able to go without stealing something for five minutes, could sit still for an hour or two at a time, could discuss topics other than valuables, and had a very practiced two foot tongue.

Yuriko would have gone into full partnership with the little pipsqueak, and had on several occasions. Eventually K'gira would take something of Yuriko's, hop into her little spaceship, and make off with it while Yuriko slept. Which, of course, was why after the second time it happened, Yuriko had set things so that a certain password broadcast at a certain frequency, just as an energy bolt struck the lower back-right shield would make the right engine turn off and a great deal of smoke start to pour from the exhaust port. She could, and always did, fix it by flipping a switch.

-o-

The walk back to the ship was a great deal quicker than the zig-zagging chase that K'gira had lead Yuriko on through the corridors surrounding the huge landing bay. Using the Red Hilt's force claw to bring the K'grath's small ship into one of the vessel's three hanger bays was similarly child's play. The most difficult thing, however, was trying to work the controls with sixty pounds of lizard stubbornly clinging to Yuriko's chest.

"No more monsters. We'll be out of here in a minute, you can let go now." Yuriko said, trying to pry wriggle out of K'gira's death grip.

"Dun want to. I'm pretty comfy where I am." the lizard said with a yawn, resting her head atop the uppermost pair of the bounty huntress' breasts.

"I can't fly us away from the monsters. I can't fit between the chair and the flight console with you stuck to me." Yuriko patiently lied. The chair could be moved back quite a ways, but she didn't particularly want to be clung to all evening.

K'gira dropped to the floor with a reluctant sigh and scampered over to the control chair. Yuriko sighed as the silly lizard playfully pounced on her big, fluffy tail and began to snuggle it.

Yuriko initiated the Red Hilt's warm up sequence, as she had shut the ship down fully just in case K'gira managed to slip by her and get back into the landing bay. She couldn't help but purr as the little lizard stroked, petted, and licked her tail. She might just be putting K'gira's tongue to good use sooner rather than later.

Her reverie was broken by a soft squeak from the K'grath, who darted into the space between Yuriko's legs and the underside of the control console. She could feel K'gira's quivering.

The leopardess sighed, "What did you see? A dusty bunny?"

"M-m-m-m-m..." K'gira stuttered and raised a hand, pointing behind Yuriko.

"B-big b-black insect-l-l-lizard m-monster." she whimpered.

"Don't be silly, there are no big, slimy, insectoid lizard monsters. They don't exist" Yuriko said, punctuating it with a shake of her head.

"Yes, we do." rumbled a voice from behind her.

Yuriko spun in her chair and saw... well, she didn't see much, as something hard, black, and traveling at high velocity struck her in the face hard enough to knock her unconscious.

-o-

The snow leopard drifted slowly back up to consciousness. The air around her was warm and very humid. She recalled the blow to the head, but didn't feel any pain from it. In fact she felt rather good. Happy, content, more than a little horny. Somewhat wet and gooey, and covered in slime, but she felt very good.

Yuriko opened her eyes and found herself in an unpleasantly biological looking room. She was lying in a shallow pool of thick, transparent slime. Her wrists and feet were bound with what looked to be giant, elongated slugs. Muscular creatures that held her tightly, keeping her immobile with her legs spread.

She raised her head to see large, carapaced creatures wandering around. They reminded her of large, muscular lizard anthros with their basic layout. But instead of scales, each was covered by a gleaming blue-black carapace. There the similarities between each of them ended, as each creature seemed to be different, each having a varying assortment of insectoid features.

Before she could really get a good look at any particular individual, Yuriko found her vision filled with a bright blue face and muzzle. Four solid black eyes looked down at her from atop a smallish reptilian snout. Two six-inch, chitinous antennae grew from the top of her head, poking out of short, mussed blue-green hair.

"Oh good! You're awake!" the creature said pleasantly, smiling as it spoke.

It chittered and made clicking sounds that Yuriko didn't understand. The slugs binding her legs seemed to, however, as they uncoiled and slithered into holes in the side of the pool. The bindings on her head, however, remained, though they didn't seem to be gripping anything else anymore, allowing Yuriko to sit up and get a good look at the rather friendly bug-lizard.

The creature was female and stood a great deal shorter than Yuriko's 6'8". The creature was at least a foot shorter. Her body was lithe, and had was quite curvaceous. Aside from the extra eyes, antennae, and carapace, Yuriko couldn't find another insectoid feature.

"I'm Chitter." the creature explained, offering a hand tipped with tiny claws to help Yuriko to her feet.

"Don't worry, you're perfectly safe. You probably will end up filled with eggs, but you'll be laying them again, they don't hatch and eat their way out of you like you feared." Chitter said with a smile, giving Yuriko a friendly pat on the shoulder.

The leopardess moaned softly and leaned into the touch, which felt a great deal better than it ought to have. Yuriko also found herself feeling incredibly passive, no anger or fear within her. Chitter's hands moved over the leopard's breasts, thumbs caressing all six nipples in turn.

"And they're real too! Not the cosmetic alteration you see on some furres these days. Probably end up boosting all three pair, more boosts on the lower ones. Get them all nice and even. Very convenient. We can probably have you able to manufacture and distribute three types of..." A series of scrapes, whistles, and clicks ended the sentence.

Yuriko opened her mouth to ask about the noises, only to find that she couldn't speak. The leopardess suddenly found her mouth filled with soft, smooth, slick, slimy lizard tongue. The merest touch from Chitter sent waves of pleasure through her body.

"You won't be able to talk for a bit, not while your muscles are still reconfiguring. We work from the inside out for new members of our..." more insect noises, "That's what's happening to you, by the way. Conversion into one of us. We started out with some muscle efficiency enhancements, strengthening of the senses, some synaptic work. We've got your carapace growing internally. Starts out as a gel, which will emerge from your skin in sections before bonding proper. Base plating will take about a week."

The leopard blinked a few times, Chitter's words sinking in. Her gaze went to the other creatures they passed in the massive room. She could see faint traits of different furre races in them. Lighter stripes of blue on a navy carapace and cat-like ears. A canine shaped muzzle. Some of the creatures even retained their fur, but not many.

Yuriko noticed two things, the first was that all the creatures that still had fur appeared pregnant. The second, that each and every one of them was female. Chitter followed her gaze and almost seemed to read her mind.

"Those are breeders, that's not a fate for you, just yet. You're just going to incubate eggs for awhile. It helps with the conversion process. You're a big girl, though. Lots of room to carry eggs, so don't worry. I'm sure you'll be made a breeder eventually." Chitter said pleasantly as she lead Yuriko out of the big room and into a smaller hallway.

"Our physiology and mentality are altered a bit to suit the roles best suited to us for our rank. I'm not very big, and I'm naturally reptilian, so I'm not particularly suited for a breeder role. Which is why I'm a handler." Chitter explained, continuing to lead Yuriko through the tunnels of the hive.

"I've been altered so that I sweat a slime that has a specific effect on felinoid sentients, as you're no doubt aware. It's the same stuff we've been keeping you in since we acquired you. Keeps you nice and docile, very receptive to intimate touches, and makes you more receptive to my telepathic abilities."

The handler reached back and freed her hair from the simple tie that held it, allowing Yuriko to see that that silky blue-green strands concealed a pair of long, feathery antennae emerging from the back of Chitter's head. "Receptors. I'm not exactly a mind reader, but I'm very empathic, and I can pick up some surface thoughts in more unguarded minds. I'm also a telepathic node for the queens in our..." more insect noises. Words likely signifying concepts that had no parallels in Basic.

"Anyway, as you're handler, I'm to oversee your acclimation and integration into our race. We'll have our own living area, it's not big, but it is nice, comfy, and cozy." Chitter said.

The leopardess and her keeper paused at an intersection. Yuriko's eyes went to a completely unaltered furre femme, lead by a creature of similar stature and coloration to Chitter. No, not a female, a herm. Prominent breasts, and a sizable half-erect cock between equine legs.

"That one was a male. There are no genders here. All, eventually, are male, and are female. With a little coaxing we ought to be able to have your properly gender aligned in a few hours."

Yuriko wasn't paying Chitter much attention, she had her eyes on the black and white she-stallion and her handler. The insectoid gently guided the furre to her knees. The leopard watched, fascinated, as a long, pink and blue tentacle slithered from the handler's sex, seeking the horse's muzzle.

The equine's mouth opened, her tongue caressing the slime dripping length. There was something... off about the horse herm. At least to Yuriko's eyes. The equine lowered herself onto all fours, her bound arms pressed onto the floor. Muscles. Tensed muscles. A creature ready to strike.

Yuriko tugged gently at her bonds, trying to pull away from Chitter.

"No, we're going this way. You can play with other incubators some other time." Chitter said, tugging the leopardess forward gently.

The horse sprang into action, pivoting into a handstand, bringing her hooves up to connect with her handler's forehead. Yuriko heard the crack of breaking carapace. Much to her surprise, all the insectoids around the captive huntress cried out, hands and claws going to their heads.

The captive horse grinned and looked around. She made a break for it with all the lizard-bugs incapacitated. Yuriko knew in her logical mind that she ought to follow, to try and help. To make a run for it herself. But she couldn't work up the effort. She didn't want to move. Her body demanded that she stay with Chitter, to snuggle up with her, to be pleasured, to be made love to and caressed by the little blue bug.

So she just stood there, the creatures writhing in pain. Minutes passed with Yuriko standing amidst a hoard of agonized blue-black monsters. She watched as a bright red beetle the size of a large cat skittered into the area, the only creature she'd seen of that coloration so far. She couldn't see very well from where she stood, but it seemed to be tending to the assaulted handler.

The other insectoids seemed to recover almost instantly. Like a good, loyal pet, Yuriko helped her handler to her feet, delighting in the pleasant sensations skin-to-fur contact gave her.

"Thank you." Chitter said wearily, "It's a problem we have with telepathic nodes like us handlers. If one antennae gets damaged, the mental signals get distorted. Really painful. She won't get far, though. We can't broadcast too far through the solid rock of the asteroid. She'll be given to three handlers now. With all those mood altering chemicals going through her, she'll permanently reduced to a low level of sentience. She'll never be anything but a breeder or an incubator. Glad to see you decided to stay with us."

Yuriko purred softly as Chitter clung to her, the leopardess' traitorous body greatly delighting in the contact as she was lead down the hall towards the quarters she would share with her handler.

"I think I'm just going to sleep for awhile, kitten. No fun stuff or hermification tonight. Sorry. It's just that a mental shock like that takes a lot out of you." Chitter said wearily.

Yuriko smiled to herself, keeping her mind a blank, just in case. She now had a bit of knowledge that could be used to escape. She just needed a few more scraps of information to be able to put a plan into action.

She just hoped that she would still have the will and mental capacity to make a break for it if, no WHEN, the opportunity came. But for now, she would do her best to give herself over to the insectoids. After all, with a few more enhancements, they might just unwittingly give her the key to escape.

The soft membrane over thick goo that served as a bed was actually rather comfortable to lie on. Yuriko snuggled up tightly to her handler. She may not like her current circumstances, but she figured she might as well make the best of them. The smooth carapace of Chitter's tail between her legs, coupled with the slime she oozed, provided a wonderful surface to grip between her legs and grind her aching pussy against.

Mmm... she could get used to this... 



~~



Infested in My Bed
By Von Krieger

Fortune sighed softly as Billy slid into bed, the kobold's familiar scent making him feel happy and content even in his sleep. The fox-squirrel had fallen asleep waiting for his lover, and had become a little worried. But his fear was alleviated as his love's familiar hands encircled his chest in a loving embrace.

And a second pair stroked the soft white fur on his belly. The kobold pressed up against his lover, but there were differences, things that weren't quite right that pulled Fortune out of his slumber.

"Billy?" he asked softly, sleepily.

The kobold nibbled an ear with gentle playfulness. "Yup, it's me, love," he virtually purred, "New and improved."

"Improved?" Fortune brought a hand to the lower pair gripping his waist. Billy's smooth scales were no longer present, something smoother and more solid had replaced them. He felt the upper pair as well, finding the very same. His eyes widened, but he didn't feel afraid in the slightest, just confused.

"And these are all yours?" he asked, trying to turn his head around to get a good look at his lover, but he found his view blocked by Billy's muzzle, the two kissing. Fortune tasted something sweet, and found a slow trickle of the substance being coaxed into his mouth from his lover's. It took away the little bit of fear he had, calming him, relaxing him and arousing him.

Billy's presence against his back felt different, softer and smoother than his lithe and fit frame would allow. Fortune rolled over, still keeping the kiss locked; allowing his handpaws to explore the kobold's altered form.

The fox-squirrel was puzzled as he discovered a plump, round belly set below a pair of breasts. Billy pulled away and stepped off the bed, his four arms spread wide, allowing the moonlight to reveal the extent of his transformation.

Blue-purple chitin covered his arms and legs, his blue scales remaining everywhere else. His figure was altered by the presence of a pregnant looking belly, and large, milk filled breasts. But aside from those features, his general body shape still looked the same; definitely masculine. A pair of short, insectoid antennae poked up from his short, blonde hair. But aside from that, Billy was the same kobold that Fortune knew and loved.

"What happened?" the fox-squirrel asked, a smile spreading across his face as the kobold slipped back into bed, now equipped with a far superior form for cuddling.

Billy grinned, "It'd be easier to show you than tell you."

Fortune grinned back, "Then show me." He said, eyes half-lidded.

The kobold pulled his boyfriend tightly against him, giving Fortune's tail a gentle tug upward. "It went something like this..." he said, nuzzling his lover's neck.

The fox-squirrel moaned as something warm and wet slithered against his rump. There was some stiffness to it, but it was very flexible; whatever it was slipped into Fortune's rump with ease.

"She put her ovipositor in me, like I put mine into you." Billy said, his voice tight, trying to keep himself from moaning as he pushed his transformed cock deeper and deeper into his mate, far deeper than his true member could ever have gone.

"It's like all sorts of things made into one, Fortune. It's a prehensile tentacle, it's a cock, it's a vagina, it's such a very useful thing. I love it. I can't wait for you to have one too."

"Have one too?" Fortune asked, a little confused.

Billy nodded and gave the fox-squirrel a gentle hug, "Uh huh. It doesn't hurt at all. I'm..." his blue scales turned purple as he blushed, "Kind of a queen. It's a bug thing. It means that I can lay eggs that make others like I am. It feels so good, Fortune, I couldn't wait to share it with... mmm.... you."

Fortune felt something press against his backside that wasn't there a moment before. Something round, firm, about the size of a football, and poised to be forced into him through his tailhole.

The kobold's chitinous hand wrapped around Fortune's canine member, caressing the fox-squirrel's sensitive knot, just the way he liked it.

"Just relax, it won't hurt at all. When we kissed, I gave a little something to you that started your change, to allow you to take my egg inside of you." Billy explained.

Fortune winced and clenched his teeth as he felt the tip of the egg inside Billy's.... ovipositor start to push into him. The kobold cried out and his climax forced the egg into his lover with an accompanying gush of seed. Queen or no, Billy was still a male, in part at least.

The fox-squirrel moaned with delight, the egg had felt incredible going in. Billy's stroking increased in pace, Fortune joining his boyfriend in climax as he felt the egg's effects just beginning to work.

His insides churned, shifting into a new, more efficient configuration, allowing room for a structure that had always been assent from his purely male form. The seed that had accompanied the egg into Fortune's body made this new part tingle, making its owner feel deliciously giddy.

The new womb slowly began to swell as Fortune's first egg was fertilized and began to grow. His body began to change in more visible ways. Matching his boyfriend, the flesh around the fox-squirrel's nipples began to swell, pushing outward as new mammary glands filled with milk. Billy's upper hands caressed the new additions, making Fortune gasp.

The lower pair caressed Fortune's still erect member. The pink-red flesh became translucent, the organ becoming more flexible. Fortune watched in fascination as it began to grow.

It grew thicker, just a bit, but most of it was length. It grew longer, and longer, and longer. It was no longer kept rigid merely by blood flow, it would forever remain in a useable state, ready and eager at a moment's notice to slither into an awaiting lover and plant a transforming egg inside of them as well.

Watching it change was like having a good two feet of cock that Fortune never knew he had slip out of his sheath. The portion that was his original member was noticeable only because of the knot that adorned it, the flesh darker than the rest of his new member.

The fox-squirrel shivered as Billy's ovipositor pulled out of him, the purple length coiling around Fortune's own. He felt his eyes tearing up involuntarily. It was such a sweet, loving gesture. Like a hug that only Billy and he would ever be able to share.

"Mmm, that's as far as the off the shelf egg will get you, cutie." Billy said with two hands on Fortune's breasts, the other two stroking his lover's rounded, egg filled tummy.

Fortune rolled over, meeting the kobold's gaze. His muzzle broke out into a huge grin, "Better give me the deluxe package then." He said with a giggle, giving Billy's ovi a playful rub.

"If you insist." Billy said with an equally large grin.

The kobold's member shifted position, still remaining curled around Fortune's, but the tip pieced the fox-squirrel's own, slowly making its way inside. It made him squirm and moan with delight. It was a whole new way to make love, and it felt so good. More and more of Billy's ovipositor entered his own, going deeper, deeper, deeper, until he felt it enter his womb.

He felt his own member being drawn into Billy's sheath, the kobold's warmth rushing over his cock. This was a kind of intimacy that normal sex could never be able to rival. Penetrating and being penetrated at the same time, face to face, belly to belly, breast to breast with the love of your life.

They kissed again, holding one another, their motions soft and gentle. This was a big moment, and both wished to savor it. As the second egg left Billy's womb, Fortune could feel its passage the entire way. Nearly his ovi's entire length was inside Billy, it felt so strange and so wonderful.

The egg slipped from the kobold's body, for a moment suspended between the two of them in their ovipositors, before Fortune eagerly pulled it in. He wanted to take it slow, wanted to draw out the process to lengthen the pleasure. But his new and unfamiliar form wouldn't cooperate.

Fortune felt Billy tense, his ovi constricting, forcing the egg into Fortune with a rapid pace, a thick, singular jet of seed making his insides tingle with delight, making more eggs.

The transformation egg began its work, and Fortune could feel a pleasant warmth flow through him. The warmth moved around, and left a soft tingle in the places it moved on from.

The tingle became a soft stretching sensation, and the fox-squirrel felt his new antennae pushing from his head. He had thought that they were just for show, but while still locked in a deep, sensual kiss, he heard Billy's voice in his head.

::We're telepathic now. Neat, huh?:: the kobold said.

Billy's emotions and thoughts hit Fortune like a tsunami. He found himself lost among them, his mind awash with the kobold's love and desire for him. He quickly found that the way to prevent him from being overwhelmed was to open his own mind to his lover, letting the two tides of thought and feeling mix and swirl together, letting neither mind crash down upon the other.

The kobold held Fortune's hands in his own, feeding the fox-squirrel the sensation that he felt as soft fur gave way to hard, smooth chitin. Fortune's insectoid hands gripped Billy's own upper pair, the kobold's lower pair caressing just to the side of the fox-squirrel's breasts.

That was where the next changes occurred. The fox-squirrel's rib cage felt like jelly for a moment at it reshaped itself, new muscles forming to support Fortune's new arms. It felt like stretching a part of your body you had only just recently discovered, and upon flexing the unknown muscles, the new part simply appeared.

The second pair of arms pushed outward quite quickly, the same mix of fur and chitin as the upper. Fortune held all four of Billy's hands tightly. His legs tingled, reforming to match the same pattern as his arms, fur to the middle joint, chitin beyond it.

His body now mirroring the changes of his lover, Fortune's new form finally allowed him to climax. He could sense Billy's delight as the kobold's belly began to swell with more new eggs.

The two lay in bed in tight embrace for quite some time, closer than they could ever have been before they had been granted such wonderful gifts. It was Fortune who spoke first, a grin on his foxy face.

::I think it would be wrong to keep this to ourselves:: the fox-squirrel said.

Billy nodded his agreement, ::I know. I want to share this with so many people, but I have no idea where to start.::

::I can think of a few names.:: Fortune said with a giggle, ::Quite a few names. But I think we'll need more eggs for the task.::

Billy rolled his eyes and gasped softly as Fortune's ovi began to milk his own. ::I've created a monster.:: he said with a mental sigh.

::Your monster, love, your monster.:: Fortune said, leaning down to lap at a breast. ::Now, let's see what all the fuss with these things is about.::

Billy moaned loudly as Fortune began to suckle. What a fun monster.


~~


Infestation Unknown: Misfired Fusion
By Von Krieger

Tara huffed and puffed, her sneakered paws making crunching sounds against the gravel of the park path as she went for her morning jog. The athletic skunkette had begun to really push herself in her runs. She was getting good at it and it was doing wonders for her figure, which she had only recently begun to clothe in Lycra shorts and sports bra rather than baggy sweats.

She was proud of the weight she'd lost, the muscles she'd put on, and the increasing definition of said muscles. She also loved the 'runner's high' she got. The last few days she had also begun to experience something strange when she overcame the most strenuous portion of her run, a tall, well-shaded hill that was accessed by a somewhat overgrown maintenance path.

It was the halfway point of her run, she would run up the hill, pause at the top for some water and a chance to regain her breath, and then a charge back down the hill and the retaking of the same path back to her apartment building.

The last few days her rest period and runner's high had been accompanied by something strange and unexpected, faint pangs of arousal. She tried her best to ignore them, but by the time she got home they blossomed into a full on lustful state that required a cold shower to banish.

Today, however, was something different; the pleasant scent she caught in the air, which she presumed to be blooming flowers somewhere in the overgrown woodland, hit her about halfway up the hill. By the time she had reached the top she was panting and gasping from both exertion and need.

Tara slumped against the old shed that marked her resting place. The blue of her running shorts had become a shade of navy due to the wetness that seemed to pour from her, not sweat, but pure desire. The sweet scent seemed to overwhelm her, pulling her need to heights she had never felt before. Fearful thoughts and bafflement at what was happening were soon smothered by thoughts that Tara had never given conscious effort to.

She needed to fuck. It wasn't a want or a desire, it was a need. She had to quench the burning ache in her loins, or else she feared she would melt from the inner heat. Her handpaw slipped beneath the tight fabric, two fingers slipping up into her well lubricated sex, her thumb caressing her clit; the very hottest point of the ache.

She needed a male, or a female, or a passing farm animal. She needed another living creature to satisfy her lust. It was too much for her to take, she didn't care who or what her partner was, just as long as it had a cock or a tongue or fingers, or anything to shove up inside of her and staunch the flow of liquid need that poured from her.

The skunkette closed her eyes, pleasuring herself frantically, but her own touch was no good. A deep, buzzing sound made her open her eyes. On the ground between her spread legs was a rather strange creature; it was a giant dragonfly. The dragonfly was perhaps four feet long, most of that being tail. Its metallic blue carapace glistened with morning dew.

Without fear or hesitation it approached Tara, and promptly began to nibble at her shorts with its sharp mandibles. The skunkette grinned and removed her handpaw from herself, pulling the shorts away from her body to help the creature gain access to her needful sex.

The Lycra parted easily for the creature, which gave Tara's cunny a few teasing licks which made the skunkette moan and buck in pleasure. It crawled up onto her, its head resting between her breasts, its mandibles working once again to expose Tara's bare body.

The creature's tail curled around, the rounded tip pushing into her. Tears leaked from Tara's eyes as the ache of need vanished; replaced by the most perfect physical pleasure she had known in her life. The tail pushed deeper and deeper, nuzzling up against her cervix and then easily parting it, the invading organ embedding itself deep within Tara.

She felt something begin to flow into her, a thick, warm goo. The heat seemed to spread through her belly, and from her belly to her arms and legs, up her neck, and over her head. Her tongue lolled from her mouth as Tara hugged the insect to her body, hugged it tightly. She wouldn't let it get away, not if it made her feel like this. She was going to keep it, take it home, and make love to it forever.

Tara quivered with delight as something seemed to travel up the tail into her, something round that stretched her even wider than the tail itself had. Two of them now, then three. They seemed like big, round bubbles. Pleasurable bubbles that made her flesh cry out with ecstasy.

As the first bubble slipped into her, it seemed to pop, something new flooding the interior of the skunkette's body. She dropped to the ground, curling into the fetal position, hugging herself into a ball, and hugging the insect as tightly as she could, not noticing that her hug seemed to be pulling the bug's body into her own.

The second bubble reached her womb, its presence clouding Tara's vision. It didn't pop like the rest; it seemed to move off to the side, settling in somewhere, storing itself away for use later.

The third entered her as well, and Tara's world went white. She couldn't see, she couldn't hear, and her body felt far away. She felt like she had become a cloud of mist, floating and swirling amidst other clouds, combining to form an even bigger cloud. The only sensation she felt were the pure pleasure of climax and the sweet scent that had made her lust rise.

The return to the flesh was slow and gentle, more and more areas of her body opening up to her return. She felt tired; she needed to go home, to sleep, to rest, to finish what had begun.

Tara faintly felt the grass beneath her, her sense of touch occupied with the strange liquid feeling that suffused her being. She felt like her body had become a water balloon, everything sloshing around beneath her skin.

Soon everything began to settle and she felt a pulling sensation in her bones, then stretching of her muscles, and finally a cold tingle over her skin, making her fur stand on end.

She felt hungry, very hungry, and the skunkette took in a breath, scenting the air, searching for food. There was food nearby, sweet and sugary. Lots of food. Tara shakily got to her feet, her vision still mostly white, but she could make out grey shapes in the whiteness.

She reached up and grabbed the nearest one with both hands, pulling herself up so that she could bite it. It crunched and then seemed to melt deliciously in her mouth. She landed expertly on her own two footpaws, footpaws that felt more than a little cramped.

The skunkette reached down with annoyance and scratched them, a few good scratches breaking through the numbness and eventually freeing them from discomfort. As she ate, biting off another piece of the sweet candy every so often, she felt a pressure in her middle, like a balloon being inflated. The inflation calmed her, made her feel better, that everything was fine and normal, but she needed to go home now. Or make a home.

Her fingertips itched, her toes clenching and digging into the dirt. It was time to dig a burrow. No, that wasn't quite right. She had a home already, and her den wasn't too far from here. She could make it there easily and unseen.

Tara quickly finished off the candy, the hard, crunchy center and the soft, juicy outside melting in her mouth like cotton candy, allowing her to easily take it all in. Now feeling well-fed, she began to move quickly in the direction of home. She still couldn't see too well, but her hearing was keen, and she had gained a strange new sense.

It was like her sense of touch extended a long way out from her body, except that she didn't quite feel everything around her, she could just sense its shape. It made for easy going, especially on all fours.

The run that had taken her half an hour coming out took only five minutes running back. Climbing the fire escape in the alley behind her apartment building was so much fun, and the lock on her window slipped aside easily when she concentrated and applied her expanded sense of touch to it.

Tara closed the window behind her and sighed happily as the familiar scents of home washed over her. The fog finally began to clear from her vision as the skunkette flopped onto her bed, curling up in the middle. She yawned, placing her handpaws on her rounded belly.

As she drifted deeper and deeper towards sleep, she came further and further back to herself, her mind beginning to process true thoughts again, not merely instinctual needs and simple drives.

She couldn't fight the fatigue that rushed up to claim her; she couldn't even open her eyes. But she knew that something strange had happened to her; something very, very strange. And yet deep down she felt like it wasn't done, that there was something else that ought to happen, something that would put an end cap on what happened to her; something that would explain it, to show that what everything was all right.

But that moment never came, and Tara drifted down, down, down, into a restful, dreamless sleep.

-o-

The skunkette awoke after several hours. She blinked the drowsiness from her eyes and yawned. Tara pondered the strange dream she had just had and sat up in her bed, only to find that she was still clothed with tattered scraps of her shoes, socks, shirt, and shorts. She looked down at them in bafflement and confusion, until something else drew her attention.

Her belly. She put a hand to it, the fact that she only had two large, heavily clawed fingers meant little to her in comparison to the largeness of her midsection. Large and round, it appeared as if she was carrying a full term pregnancy. Her altered hand stroked the bulge, sending a sweet, pleasurable sensation through Tara's body.

Her fur had changed, most of the black over her body had become a sort of metallic blue, the same blue of the dragonfly-like creature that had... Tara shuddered, had she truly allowed that thing to cram its tail inside of her? Past that everything was kind of fuzzy, she couldn't quite remember. But the insect was gone now, though its presence had altered her fur pattern.

The fur of her torso was now almost entirely metallic blue, save for the portions that the dragonfly had clung to. The image of the dragonfly was now emblazoned on her crotch, belly, and breasts.

Aside from the pregnancy and alterations in her fur, Tara realized that other portions of her had changed as well. She was bigger, for one thing. She barely fit on her twin sized bed while she had been curled up. With her head at one end, her feet would dangle over the other. She'd also grown more muscular, and not by a little, by a lot.

While her exercise routine had helped her melt off a few pounds, before this morning she still had a little bit of pudge to her in places. Not much, but enough to be noticeable. All that was gone now, replaced with a larger, more solid build. If not for the enhancements in bust, hips, and rump, Tara would have almost called it masculine.

Her hands had actually transformed into something different, not just a shift in size and muscle mass. Her four fingers seemed to have merged into two, her thumbs growing larger to balance the size. Each of her three digits was tipped with a large, curved claw that sprouted from the entire tip of the finger.

Her toes were much the same, numbering three and sporting even larger claws. Tara was confused, what had happened to her in the park? What had the insect done to her? For that matter where did a bug the size of a dog come from? Didn't the way insects breathed mean that they couldn't get much bigger than a fist? And why did the merest caress of her tummy make her want to curl up and purr?

The skunkette stood, removing the scraps of her clothes from her body. They felt wrong on her for some reason, she felt averse to covering up her naked form. She felt heat rise in her cheeks at the thought of it, walking around naked for everyone to see. It was wrong, but she couldn't even bring herself to wrap a blanket around herself.

Despite the oddity of her altered body, Tara felt good. Rather than feeling panicked or frightened, she felt eerily calm. For some reason it felt nice to be the way she was, everything felt so easy. Movement, breathing, even blinking felt easier. Despite being larger and heavier, her body felt as light as a feather.

Tara felt no fear or worry about her altered form, and she found that a little unnerving. Any negative emotion about her body essentially had to be consciously dwelled upon. It was very strange.

The skunkette poked her head out of her room, keen ears listening for the presence of her two roommates. She could make out conversation from the young married couple next door, through the dividing walls and the walls of Lynn and Dyson's bedrooms, and that was strange as well.

The skunkette shook her head and made her way to the bathroom, wanting to give herself a proper looking over in the mirror. The flicked on the light and peered into the silvered glass. Tara could easily recognize her own features, her face hadn't changed much, if at all. She found herself smiling at the sight of her reflection. She liked her new body, though she wasn't sure if that was from her own feelings, or the sensations that were forced upon her.

Her eyes kept going to her heavy, round belly, it suited her. She found it sexy, in fact she found herself quite attractive. She had never before felt attracted to the feminine form, nor had she ever felt desire at the sight of herself, but now thoughts of snuggling up to another woman didn't seem bad at all. Soft lips pressed against her own, snuggly curves to stroke and caress, loving fingers slipping down between her legs, just like her own were at that moment.

Tara was broken out of her lustful haze by the discovery of something strange and new. She was surprised about how quickly and easily she had gone from normal everyday thought to full arousal and about to masturbate.

What surprised her, however, was the discovery her fingers had made between her legs. Her labia, the outer lips of her sex, had grown outward, elongating and becoming thicker. What she found was a round tube of muscle and skin, almost like an extension of her vagina. Tara found that she could control it, opening and closing it at will, making it grip her fingers.

She gasped at the sensation, doubling over and gripping the counter, pushing her fingers deeper inside. It felt so good, and it was so easy, her arousal built in a handful of seconds. Just a few strokes with her fingers and she was aroused beyond belief.

Tara noticed a familiar sweet scent filling the air, but rather than send her into a bestial state where all she cared about was fucking, the sweetness was only a pleasant scent to her. The dragonfly must've been giving off the scent, and now that it had impregnated Tara, she was putting it off as well.

She heard the door to the apartment open, and she blushed, the bathroom door was also open and anyone could just look in and see her. But rather than feel ashamed, Tara felt excited. She wanted to show off her sexy new body to her roommates. She wanted to share the pleasure with them, show them what her beautiful body could do.

"That a new perfume, Tara?" called Lynn, the salamander home for her lunch break, "I can smell it out in the hall, I think you sprayed a little too... mmm... much of it."

The orange and black salamander poked her head into the bathroom, her eyes widening at the sight of Tara. Her forked tongue flicked out involuntarily, the pheromones Tara was putting out pulling her into the same lustful state the skunkette herself had been in earlier.

"T-tara, you're... different, and bigger, and knocked up, and you s-s-smell great. Whatever that... mmm... stuff is, it's making me feel soooo horny..." the salamander gasped, beginning to claw at her lime green business suit.

Tara pulled her fingers from herself and began to approach the stricken salamander, but she stopped, clear thoughts able to get through once she'd stopped touching herself. She was able to put out the same scent as the dragonfly, causing the same effect on Lynn that the insect had on herself. Did she really want to thrust what happened to her upon her friend?

"Oooh, fuck me Tara!" the salamander whispered, stumbling towards the skunkette, trying to walk, pull off her clothes, and masturbate at the same time.

Tara shook her head, "I... I don't think that would be a good idea. I don't know if I ought to do this. You might end up all weird like me."

The salamander's eyes cleared for a moment, though she continued to claw at her clothes, "Y-yeah, something weird happened to you alright, but I... I don't care. I need you, Tara, I need you to make me cum. Please?" Lynn begged as her eyes lost focus and she began to think of lust.

Tara shook her head, "I don't think it's a good idea." She said through clenched teeth, trying to keep herself from virtually pouncing the salamander, tearing off her clothes and pressing her own sex up against the salamander's soft folds.

Lynn looked at the skunkette with watery eyes, snuffling softly, "Please?" she asked, quivering.

Tara shook her head, "I'm not going to have sex with you, Lynn," she said, perhaps telling herself that more than the salamander, "But I can help you with the need."

She began to unbutton the salamander's suit coat, the buttons coming undone easily, especially considering that her manual dexterity ought to be lessened with her having just two fingers. The green jacket hit the floor, shortly followed by the salamander's blouse, bra, and slacks.

"Th-this will be easier in the bedroom." Tara said, wincing as she said it.

Lynn nodded and managed to remove her panties with on hand, the other buried in herself, working busily to try and quell the ache, much as Tara had done earlier in the day.

The salamander staggered to her own room, flopping down onto her bed, rump in the air, tail raised. She looked back at Tara, frightened, needful, pleading. The skunkette couldn't stand that look and followed her friend in, closing the door behind her.

Lynn looked so sexy, her toned body soft and smooth, begging to be caressed. Tara reached out, running her hand down the underside of the salamander's tail, making her friend quiver with anticipation, a torrent of liquid need gushing from her eager slit.

"Pleeeeeeeease?" she squeaked, long, drawn out, and almost a cry of agony.

Tara clenched her teeth, trying to ignore her own arousal, "I... I shouldn't..." she whispered.

Lynn settled the matter for both of them, rolling over and springing up to tackle the skunk, knocking her down onto the bed, her round, blunt muzzle parting, lips pressing against Tara's, the salamander's forked tongue demanding entry.

Tara opened her mouth to gasp, but that was all the slick, pink invader needed to gain entry. The exotic taste of the salamander's tongue broke Tara's resolve and she returning the kiss, wrapping her arms around Lynn, pulling the salamander close.

She shifted around a bit, moving Lynn's legs, allowing the salamander's needful sex to meet the outer portion of Tara's own. The altered folds tightened, allowing them to slide into Lynn's eager cunny. They felt like they were growing, extending further into the sweet amphibian.

Both sighed with contentment. Tara's earlier trepidation fading rapidly. There was nothing to worry about, it felt so normal to her. Just something that was supposed to happen, just as natural as waking up in the morning, except a bit more fun.

She wondered why she had fought this, the outside of her extended sex seemed just as sensitive as the inside, and its motion inside Lynn seemed to delight the salamander greatly.

The amphibian clung tightly to her furry lover, not wanting to let her go, not wanting to ever part with her. Her soft cries of pleasure were music to Tara's ears. The skunkette held her tightly with one handpaw, the other reaching down and caressing the sensitive underside of Lynn's tail.

Tara swore she could feel the salamander's pleasure or a sense of it at least. She could tell Lynn was rapidly approaching climax, and somehow that knowledge spurred her body on, heightening her own satisfaction.

She felt something move around inside her belly, and she shivered with delight as she felt something enter her birth canal. An egg. She was going to lay an egg inside Lynn! That must've been what the dragonfly did to her.

Tara grinned, knowing how wondrous it would feel for Lynn the moment it entered her. The sweet climax that rushed through Tara's body as the egg left her paled in comparison to the one she had felt from the dragonfly, but the way Lynn's body tightened up against her own, the tears of pleasure that leaked from the salamander's eyes, and the soft intake of breath made the skunkette feel a strange sort of glowing pride.

She felt emotions bubble up inside of her, love and adoration for the soft salamander that quivered in her arms as the egg completed its journey, nestling into her womb. Tara had given birth, but rather than feel an attachment to the egg, she felt a deep bond with Lynn. The egg she had given the salamander seemed to signify that Lynn was family.

The salamander's quivering stopped, and her breathing returned to normal. She lay in Tara's arm, near motionless, though the skunkette could feel something shifting inside Lynn. She watched as the black of the salamander's scales lightened, transforming from pure black, to a metallic shade of navy blue.

She felt a faint tickling on the very edge of her consciousness, and a feeling of happiness and contentment that weren't her own. Tara wondered what they were, but the curiosity was soon forgotten by the new emotions she felt as the tickle seemed to seat itself closer. Tara felt love and affection, not for Lynn, but for herself. Thoughts brushed up against her mind that were not her own.

"I love you, Mommy." Lynn whispered.

The feelings intensified, and Tara found herself crying, overwhelmed by the sensation. It was one thing to hear someone say 'I love you' but she could actually feel it from Lynn. She could actually reach out and touch the salamander's thoughts, could experience the love the salamander felt for her. It was a sensation that her race wasn't meant to experience, and it stopped her dead in her tracks.

She could only cling to the salamander and snuffle a bit, Lynn's forked tongue caressing her cheek. "Just wait until Dyson gets home, Mommy." Lynn said with a chuckle.

Tara smiled and clung to her 'child' all the tighter. Oh yes, she wanted to share this feeling with Dyson. People needed to feel this sensation. It would make things so much better. So very, very much better.


~~


Infestation: Breeder
By Von Krieger

Alone, in the dark, and deeply in need, a young macaw found herself giving in to more primal desires as the minutes leapt by. She was relenting to her own desires for now, even though she lusted wholeheartedly for the companionship of a male, or two, or seven. Her need seemed amplified by the solitude of her surroundings.

Variance of light is key to describing the room in which the lithe, full-bodied bird now found herself. All around her it seemed as if the whole of her surroundings had been composed of the essence of darkness, pitch black as far as even the keenest of eyes could tell. Yet somehow, despite this darkness, or perhaps because of it, a few small facets of the room seemed to emit a vibrant glow "" not because they were truly luminescent, but they merely contrasted to the oppressive darkness that surrounded them.

A sole, massive construct of furniture stood alone in the center of the room, draped in all manner of lavish bedroom adornments "" each a similar shade of deep red, seeming to provoke a subtle hint as to what this room was actually used for. It was a facet the macaw began to anticipate more and more as time wore on. A small trail of white floor led to the room's exit, a fixture the macaw saw no use in ever using.

The whole of the room seemed unnaturally lightless. It was as if the bed and the small trail leading to the exit were suspended in oblivion, bright and stark against the background of bleak nothingness.

As further contradiction to her surroundings the vivacious macaw was brightly-colored as well, highly-saturated blue feathers covering her body highlighted by the stark contrast to the white flesh of her face, punctuated with an ebon-black beak and equally dark eyes. Her shapely body was slender and rotund in all the right places. She lounged lazily on the velvet-draped bed, thin frame and limbs giving way to exquisite, busty mounds topping her chest, and gorgeous hips rounding out her rump.

Between the avian beauty's legs, her soft mound was already glistening in anticipation for what was to come, her lengthy fingers dancing across it lightly, teasing herself in preparation for the coming storm.

The only sullying characteristic to that exotic, alluring form of hers, was the odd, carapace-like coating that covered her hands and feet "" a creeping mutation that seemed to replace the shining talons she once possessed. She stared at that oddly-colored formation held above her for a few moments, idly shifting her fingers and watching the transformed digits respond. Though alien, she began to see these changes as a step forward "" enjoying envisioning what she might look like as the transformation progressed over time.

She smiled as she dwelled on that subject. It was sure to happen, her body would alter and become more like her masters' the longer she stayed in their employ. The young macaw had sold herself into their possession, implanted with a bizarre biomechanism that was slowly changing her, mind and body alike. Enthusiastic with the process, the young macaw was left to her own devices in the darkened room to serve as a breeder for her alien masters.

Unsure if it was her own desires, or those of her transformation, the macaw only knew that she craved the seed of males within her. She desired strongly to service and be filled with such luscious reproductive fluids, knowing she did so both to sate her own desires, and to help swell the numbers of her masters' people.

Her fertility far exceeded what would be considered the prime capacity of her race, lust and need paramount in her mind. Those insect-like claws rippled over her glistening snatch, drawing additional moisture from it and saturating the surrounding area. She was beginning to make quite a deep puddle servicing herself, when a rather recognizable sound snapped her back to the situation at hand.

Thrusting herself upwards to gaze at the only link to the outside world, the mid-masturbatory macaw laid witness to her bedmates for her very first breeding session. The first of four healthy, choice partners for the needy female slowly made an entrance, silhouette painted in a dramatic manner against the light flooding in behind them.

He was a slender-yet-muscular wolf, and looked upon her with lust in his eyes, a crimson-red, knotted penis bobbing in front of him, ready to put into her. His grey fur looked much darker than it actually was given the surroundings, painting a rather sinister aura about him.

A loud squawk of excitement was the most intelligible greeting the young macaw could muster, aroused near to the point of climax just from gazing upon the creature soon to fill her. The four were hand-picked from a large breeding stock, chosen for health, virility, and of course variety. Screened and examined through a series of rigorous processes, the best of the best now enter to lay with the newest breeder in the arsenal. And lay they shall.

This first client, one of the very few to make it past the screening process once applied, gripped his red-rocket between his paw-digits, eager to bed with the beautiful parrot girl before him. He greeted her calmly and slowly crept into bed beside her, kissing the young girl's bill sweetly and quickly laying into her needy snatch. She could do little to refuse even if she wanted to, and her soft chirps soon flooded the room, less-than-subtle hints to her enjoyment. This brought several deep chuckles from her canine bedfellow, who began to slowly and methodically plow into her again and again, engorged knot knocking at her meat-curtains ever-so-politely.

His pacing was slow and methodical, and as the young breeder looked into the wolf's eyes, she could tell he still had some reservations, despite his eagerness to bed her. A few soft whispers and a flattening of ears in embarrassment threw the last of his inhibitions aside, the wolf now content to fuck the little breeder bird until he was dry. His first climax didn't come for almost an hour, an agonizing, pleasure-filled hour that caused the two to cuddle closely together in euphoric delight.

As they basked in the afterglow of their passionate embrace, the second client was allowed entrance. In strutted a lithe otter, obvious sexual features painting hir as a hermaphrodite "" the beauty's female traits almost rivaling the breeder's, and hir male parts easily dwarfing the rest of her compatriots.

Shi eaves softly to the knot-locked couple, and the wolf chuckle softly, turning the pair of them so that the bird's rump lie exposed to the approaching herm, tailfeathers raising to accommodate hir while the wolf snickered below. In the blink of an eye the otter was above her, wrapping around in that slinky fashion only mustelids seem capable of. As her oversized wiener poke at the birdie-butt before her, the young breeder let out a few more squawks of lust, clenching tight around the shaft already deposited within her and drawing a prolonged howl from the first breeder.

Slowly, as the otter gained a hold and penetrated into the fellow feminine figure, hir paws crept up around the macaw and slowly grazed over her breasts, soft otter nuzzles lavished upon the bird's beck and shoulders from behind. Soft tweets echoed up once more, nipples tweaked and anal cavity plunged into thoroughly. Soon a slick little tongue began to lap at the macaw's cheek lovingly, causing her to moan as her anus was stretched far beyond the limits it's normally able to take.

Finally the otter hilted inside, heavy balls pushing against the set that hangs from the macaw's other orifice of intended insertion. The herm giggled profusely at this, jiggling hir balls against the wolf's as they both continued to softly hump into the breeder, who could do little else but simply ride out the pleasurably painful double penetration, snuggling back against the loving otter that held her so affectionately from behind, feeling the soft fur that coated hir, and the smaller breasts that adorned hir chest.

Once the otter was firmly embedded alongside the wolf, shi began to emulate the wolf's slow, lengthy pace. However lacking his stamina, and being locked in a much tighter orifice, shi soon loses herself and loosens a load within the beautiful young breeder.

On the heels of hir orgasm followed in a dark, solemn jaguar "" his black fur almost making him disappear depending on ones point of view in this room, only his haunting eyes penetrating the darkness. His nether-assets were present and erect as well, a rather long feline shaft capped by tiny, sultry spines.

He padded in soft, under the radar, around the the avian's front, before she was even aware of his presence. As she lay in a soft kiss with the wolf beneath her, her head was suddenly ripped forward "" spiny length draped across her face and in a split second plunged into the gap of her bill brought about by surprise. She did not object. Roughly, the jaguar pounded the entirety of his length down her throat again and again. He snarled menacingly and clamped her bill shut around his shaft, not letting it open for an instant until the breeder delivered sweet, orgasmic release unto him.

Bringing up the rear was the smallest of a bunch, an albino mouse "" very small and energetic looking, with an already-dribbling, humanlike shaft, still clad in it's natural attire, a foreskin that looked quite sporting draped around the delectable rodent's shaft.

The young mouse vaulted into the fray, soon setting upon the young breeder with quick, deliberate methods. His first orgasm was spent in under a minute, simply masturbating himself and applying the breeder bird with a fresh coat of warm semen. Soft chuckles accompanied his premature ejaculation, drawing a deep blush from him, but a large wolf paw soon ruffled his headfur to dismiss the embarrassment.

Now that all four of the clients had arrived, they pulled out of the breeder macaw and took a moment's break to discuss positions. Once things had been decided, they turned to glare at her knowingly all at once. Excited and less than elegant, the avian was able to do little more than moan and squawk in need as the clients gazed upon her, heat driving her mad. That same heat flooded the air about her with such delicious pheromones, pushing said clients past their already rock-hard states of arousal. Without much rest from the first encounter they were upon her, throbbing meats rubbing across her rump, against her beak, between her breasts, and anywhere else they felt at home.

She was manhandled to put it gently, and tossed about on the bed by the four horny clients. Now laying on her belly, she soon found that uncut humanoid shaft thrust deep into her needy, pre-saturated folds. She cried out in pained ecstasy as the event took place, energetic rodent giving her a battery of quick thrusts much faster than most would be capable of.

As he mounted her from behind, the sultry otteress worked up the bird's front, giving her soft kisses as she kneeled upon the bed, guiding the cock-hungry avian to hir own colossal shaft. It wasn't long before the hyper-aroused female was awarded a throat full of pulsating, slick otter shaft "" a fact which caused the hermy otter to shutter hir eyes closed in sexual bliss, plump otternuts crashing against the lower portion of the macaw's bill repeatedly.

Within minutes, the little mouse lost himself in the macaw's depths, giving her yet another taste of sweet, sweet cum. Her own orgasm soon followed, coating the rodent's crotch in avian juices. As soon as his run finished, before he could even exhale in glory, the albino mouse found himself lifted up, eager wolf quickly taking his place. The little mouse soon situated himself in front of the wolf, poking around at and soon inserting himself into the overfertile birdy's rump, while the wolf took up sloppy seconds in the slutty avian's burning pussy. Meanwhile, the last member of the clients rubbed his lengthened, spiny cock in the bird's face, making her gulp around the fat penis already in position in her maw, wanting to fit a second inside.

Those pheromones of intense heat continued to muddle the judgment of the clients and the young macaw alike, both renewing their vigor to mate, and whipping them into a sort of sexual frenzy. Their moans rose into a guttural chorus of ecstasy "" punctuated by the occasional squawk, squeak, or canine howl.

Soon, the otter's gargantuan member was brought to climax by the crafting workings of the avian's bill, musky herm spooge flooding into the macaw's throat. Not long after, the wolf behind her managed to push his fist-sized knot into the blue-feathered beauty, his own orgasm following along shortly.

It seemed time for them to change places now, each having born loads in or on the breeding bird several times. She was turned on her back now, the hermy otter moving behind her to fill that slick snatch, her rump given a break as the mouse hopped atop her and began to hump the cleft between her breasts, smiling and squeezing the bulbous mounds together, drawing a squawk of pleasure from the helpless macaw, before her bill was filled with the lengthened meat of the dark and solemn jaguar. Within minutes, the rodent's ministrations caused him to squeak and jitter out a small splatter of jism up her chest and across her face, the others taking their time and letting the slutty breeder bird milk them of slower, more thorough climaxes.

The hermy otter took her slow and gently down below, making sure that each queen-sized thrust hits the macaw in that perfect sweet spot, siphoning several orgasms from the beautiful bird before even approaching hir own.

The jaguar, meanwhile, took a much, much rougher approach "" gagging the macaw on his fearsome length, his barbs scratching at her throat, as they would surely do the walls of her snatch later. As he forcefully and roughly took her, he hurled a wide variety of degradations and insults at the bird, making sure to abuse her both physically and mentally in his attempt to get off.

The three of them finished up in unison after a few minutes time, numerous volleys of seed assaulting the abused and aroused avian from every direction.

From here the four jockeyed for positions back and fourth, each draining release only setting them up to be renewed by the potent cocktail of musk that saturated the air around them, the macaw's mutant heat being the chief ingredient of the mixture, somehow pushing them far beyond the normal limits their bodies would be able to withstand.

Orgasm after orgasm was milked from the virile subjects, each going to help fertilize the macaw breeder, whose eggs would soon develop to boost the ranks of her alien overlords. After hours of this rugged treatment, the macaw was left absolutely spent, her body refusing to respond to their mind's impulses despite the continued desire raging through her.

Panting, the otter herm laid hir loose, spent sac against the avian's face, rubbing that musky pair of mustelid balls against her to tantalize the helpless macaw. Soft moans were the only response shi got, beak cracking open just enough for a long, barbed jaguar length to find its way inside. Slowly but surely, the breeder bird worked her beak around the lengthy cat penis, long agonizing minutes of need at last milking a final orgasm out of the feline.

After each taking several turns in her rump and snatch, the exhausted breeding stock each got one last beakjob from the from the bloated, cumstuffed bird before taking their leave. Characteristic to his apparent style, the mouse didn't last too long at all. The wolf was unable to stuff his entire length into her beak, knot far too swollen to pass. Finally, the otter herm took one last go at the macaw, the only other feminine one in the group, she seemed rather sweet on the breeder bird, giving long, slow thrusts and whispers of encouragement now and then. After shi busted hir nut for the last time, shi sighed in relief and wipes hir member across the avian's face, giving her a soft smooch thereafter.

Watching in silence as the four clients exited the room, leaving her alone, broken and exhausted on the crimson bed, a soft, pitiful 'caw' rising up from her. Her feathers were a mess, coated with four flavors of male juice, and two female. She managed to slowly roll to her back, unleashing a flow of spooge that jumped the levy between her legs. The leftover man jism stained the sheets below her, eliciting a deep exhale from the bird. She was wholly exhausted, mind and body alike, and despite the fact that the fires down below dulled to a slow boil, she knew that come tomorrow, she would be ready to be bred again and again "" and for the rest of her existence, each day painted by new bedmates, and a never-ending fountain of fresh seed to fertilize her alien depths.

She looked down at her claws again, chitin coated in sticky, drying fluids. It seemed to have progressed up her wrists a little bit today. Just one step closer, one day closer, one belly full of cum closer to serving her purpose.